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A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. 


ConstDERING the celebrity Nathaniel Field has 
acquired of late years, in consequence of his connection 
with Massinger in writing The Fatal Dowry, it is sin- 
gular that the two plays, in which he was unaided by 
any contemporary dramatist, should not yet have been 
reprinted, if only to assist the formation of a judgment as 
to the probable degree of Massinger’s obligation. A 
Woman is a Weathercock, and its sequel, Amends for 
Ladies, are the productions of no ordinary poet: in 
comic scenes Field excels Massinger, who was not 
remarkable for his success in this department of the 
drama; and in those of a serious character he may be 
frequently placed on a footing of equality.* 

Reed was of opinion (Dodsley’s Old Plays, new edit. 
1. clvi.) that Field the actor was not the same person 
who joined Massinger in The Fatal Dowry, and who 
wrote the two plays above-mentioned; but the disco- 
very of Henslowe’s MSS. shews that they were inti- 
mately connected in authorship and misfortune. The 
joint letter of Nathaniel Field, Rob. Daborne, and Philip 
Massinger to Henslowe, soliciting a small loan to relieve 
them from temporary imprisonment, has been so often 
republished (last in Malone’s Shakesp. by Boswell, 1. 
337) that it is unnecessary to repeat it here.t Field, 

* Mr. Gifford, with that zeal for the Author under his hands 
which always distinguished him (and without a single reference to 
Field’s unassisted comedies, which, in fact, have remained unno- 
ticed by every body,) attributes to Field, in The Fatal Dowry, 
all that he thinks unworthy his notion of Massinger. We are 
to recollect, however, that Field continued one of the Children 
of the Revels as Jate as 1609, and that when A Woman is a Wea- 
thercock was printed in 1612, he must have been scarcely ofage. 

+ Two other letters from Field to Henslowe are printed for the 
first time in Malone’s Shakesp. by Boswell, xxi. 395 and 464. One 
is subscribed ‘“‘ your loving and obedient son,” and the other “ your 
loving son,” and both request advances of money ; the first on a play, 
in the writing of which Field was engaged with Robert Daborne, 
and the second, in consequence of Field having been “ taken on 
an execution of 301.” They have no dates, but others with which 
they are found are in 1613. 
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who penned the whole body of the letter, speaks in it 
of himself, both as an author and as an actor. It is 
without date, and Malone conjectured that it was written 
between 1612 and 1615; but from the Dedication to 
A Woman is a Weathervock we should conclude that 
in 1612 Field was not distressed for money: he there 
tells ©any woman that hath been no weathercock” that 
he ‘* cared not for forty shillings,” the sum then usually 
given by the person to whom the play was inscribed. 
This assertion perhaps, was only a vain boast, while 
the fact might be, either that he could not get any 
body to patronize “so fameless a pen,” or that, al- 
though he might not just at that moment be in want 
of “forty shillings,” he might stand in need of it’ very 
soon afterwards, according to the customary irregular 
mode of living of persons of his pursuits and profession. 

It might be inferred from a passage in the address 
“to the Reader,” that 4 Human is a Weathercock: was 
written sometime before it was printed: and from the 
dedication of the same play, we learn that Field’s 
Amends for Ladies, if not then also finished, was full 
contemplated by the author under that title. An al- 
lusion to the Gun-powder Treason of 1605, is made in 
the first Act of 4 Woman is a Weathercock; but it could 
not have been produced so early. 

Nathaniel Field was originally one of the Children 
of Queen Elizabeth’s Chapel. Malone tells us that he 
played in Cynthia’s Revels in 1601; but we have it on 
the authority of Ben Jonson himself, in the folio of 
1616, that that “comical satire” was acted in 1600. 
In 1601 Field perfornied in The Poetaster, and in 
1608 he appeared in Epicene, which purports to have 
been represented by the “Children of her Majesty’s 
Revels,” for so those of Queen Elizabeth’s Chapel 
were then called. In 1600 Field was, perhaps, one of 
the younger children, for in 1609 all the names of the 
company, but his own, were changed, many no doubt 
having outgrown their situations. He was therefore, 
evidently, a very young man when he published his 
Woman is a Weathercock in 1612, Only one edition of 
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it is known, but Amends for Ladies was twice pub- 
lished by the same stationer, viz. in 1618 and 1639. 
Mr. Gifford conjectured, very reasonably, that Field 
had assisted Massinger in writing The Fatal Dowry, 
before 1623.* He belonged to the Black-friars’ com- 
pany, and Fleckno speaks of him as a performer of 
great distinction.t According to the portrait in Dulwich 
College, he had rather a feminine look, and early in his 
career undertcok female parts, which he afterwards 
abandoned, and obtained much celebrity as the hero 
of Chapman’s Bussy d’ Ambois, originally brought out in 
1607: in a prologue to the edition of 1641 Field is 
spoken of as the player ‘‘ whose action firsé did give it 
name.” It has also been supposed that he was dead 
in 1641, because, in the same prologue, it is asserted 
‘Field is gone,” but the expression is equivocal. 
The probability seems to be that he quitted the profes- 
sion early, and in the address to 4 Woman is a Wea- 
thercock, he gives a hint that he will only be heard of in 
it “ for a year or two, and no more.{” 

Amends for Ladies will be found, on the whole, a su- 
perior performance to 4 Woman is a Weathercock, and 
if the order of merit only had been consulted, it ought 
to have been first reprinted in this collection. 


* Mr. Gifford also states (Massinger, i. Ixvii) that he joined 
Heminge and Condell in the publication of the folio Shakespeare 
of 1623. 

t Ben Jonson, in his Bartholemew Fair, act v. sc. 3, couples 
him with Burbage, and speaks of him as the “ best actor’ of the 
day. This play was produced in 1614, 

+ Taylor, the water-poet, in his Wit and Mirth, introduces a sup- 
posed anecdote of ‘‘ Master Field the player,” which is only a pun 
upon the word post, and that not made by Field. Taylor had it, 
probably, from some earlier collection of jokes, and the compiler of 
Hugh Peters’s Jests, 1660, had it from Taylor, and told it of his hero. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


TO ANY WOMAN THAT HATH BEEN NO 
WEATHERCOCK. 


I pip determine not to have dedicated my play to any 
body, because forty shillings I care not for ;* and above, 
few or none will bestow on these matters, especially 
falling from so fameless a pen as mine is yet. And 
now I look up, and find to whom my dedication is, I 
fear I am as good as my determination : notwithstand- 
ing I leave a liberty to any lady or woman, that dares 
say she hath been no weathercock, to assume the title 
of patroness to this my book. If she have been constant, 
and be so, all I will expect from her for my pains is, 
that. she will continue so but till my next play be 
printed, wherein she shall see what amends I have made 
to her, and all the sex,+ and so I end my epistle, with- 
out a Latin sentence. 


. ® Malone, in his History of the Stage, quotes this passage to 
shew that such was, in Field’s day, the ordinary price of the dedi- 
cation of a play. Malone’s Shakesp. by Boswell, ii. 164. 


+ Referring to his Amends for Ladies, first printed in 1618, and 
afterwards in 1639. 


TO THE READER. 


READER, the saleman swears you'll take it very ill 
if I say not something to you too. In troth you are a 
stranger to me: why should I write to you? you never 
writ to me, nor I think will not answer my epistle. [ 
send a comedy to you here, as good as I could then 
make; nor slight my presentation because it is a play, 
for I tell thee, reader, if thou be’st ignorant, a play is not 
so idle a thing as thou art, but a mirror of men’s lives 
and actions: now, be it perfect or imperfect, true or 
false, is the vice or virtue of the maker. This is yet, 
as well as I can, quales ego, vel Cluvienus. Thou must 
needs have some other language than thy mother- 
tongue, for thou think’st it impossible for me to write a 
play that did not use a word of Latin, though he had 
enough in him. I have been vexed with vile plays 
myself a great while, hearing many; now I thought 
to be even with some, and they should hear mine too. 
Fare thee well : if thou hast any thing to say to me, thou 


know’st where to hear of me for a year or two, and no 
more, I assure thee. 


TO HIS LOVED SON*, NAT. FIELD, AND HIS 
WEATHERCOCK WOMAN. 


To many forms, as well as many ways, 
Thy active muse turns like thy acted woman : 
In which, disprais’d inconstancy turns praise ; 
Th’ addition being, and grace of Homer’s sea-man, 
In this life’s rough seas tost, yet still the same : 
So turns thy wit, inconstancy to stay, 
And stay t’ inconstancy. And as swift Fame 
Grows as she goes, in Fame so thrive thy play, 
And thus to standing turn thy woman’s fall: 
Wit, turn’d to every thing, proves stay in all. 
GrorcE CHAPMAN. 


%* It was not unusual for elder poets to call the younger their 
sons. Ben Jonson allowed this title to Randolph, Howell and 
others. Field also subscribes himself to old Henslowe, the ma- 
nager, “ your loving son.” 


A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. 


ACT. I. SCENET. 


Enter ScuDMORE, asin his chamber in a morning, half 
ready, reading a letter. 


Scudmore legit. “‘ Whereas you write, my fortune 
and my birth 

Made above yours, may be a real cause 
That I must leave you, know, thou worthiest man, 
Thou hast a soul whose plenteous wealth supplies 
All the lean wants blind chance hath dealt to thee. 
Yet could [ think the gods from all their store, 

Who ne’er knew indigence unto their will, 

Would (out of all their stock of virtue left, 

Or out of allnew graces they can make) 

Make such another piece as Scudmore is, 

Then might he justly fear; but otherwise, 

Sooner the masculine element of fire 

Shall flame his pyramids down to the earth ; 

Sooner her mountains shall swell up to heaven, 

Or softest April showers quench fires in Hell; 

Sooner shall stars from this circumference 

Drop like false fiery exhalation, 

Than I be false to vows made unto thee, 

In whom aught, ne’er a fault, I ne’er could see, 

But that you doubted once my constancy. 

Yours through the world, and to the end of time. 
BELLAFRONT.” 
Scudmore. Loqui ut raptus. If what I feel I could 
express in words, 

Methinks, I could speak joy enough to men 

To banish sadness from all love for ever! 
Oh thou, that reconcil’st the faults of all 
That frothy sex, and in thy single self 


12 A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. [AcT x. 


Confin’st, nay, hast engross’d, virtue enough 
To frame a spacious world of virtuous women, 
Had’st thou been the beginning of thy sex, 
I think the devil in the serpent’s skin 
Had wanted cunning to o’ercome thy goodness, 
And all had liv’d and died in innocency, 
The white original creation ! [Knocking within. 
Who’s there? Come in. 
Enter NEVILt. 
Nevill. What, up already Scudmore! Ne’er a wench 
With thee? Not thy laundress ? 
Scudmore. Good morrow, my dear Nevill. 
Nevill. What’s this? A letter? Sure, it is not so— 
A letter written to Hieronimo.* 
Scudmore. By heaven! you must excuse me. Come, I 
know, 
You will not wrong my friendship and your manners 
To tempt me so. 
Nevill. Not for the world, my friend. 
Farewell—good morrow. [ Exiturus. 
Scudmore. Nay, sir, neither must you 
Depart in anger from this friendly hand. 
I swear I love you better than all men, 
Equally with all virtue in the world; 
Yet this would be a key to lead you to 
A prize of that importance— 
Nevill. Worthy friend, 
I leave you not in anger. What d’ye mean ? 
Nor am I of that inquisitive nature fram’d 
To thirst to know your private businesses. 
Why, they concern not me: if they be ill, 
And dangerous, ’twould grieve me much to know "em; 
If good, they be so though I know’em not. 
Nor would I do your love so gross a wrong 
To covet to participate affairs 


* An allusion (one out of. hundreds in our old plays,) to The 
Spanish Tragedy, A. iii. Hieronimo finds a letter, and taking it 
up exclaims, 

“ What’s here? A letter! Tush, it is not so— 
A letter written to Hieronimo.” 
See D. O. P. iii. 139. 
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Of that near touch, which your assured love 
Doth think not fit, or dares not trust me with, 
Scudmore. How sweetly does your friendship play 


with mine, 


And with a simple subtlety steals my heart 


Out of my bosom. 


By the holiest love 


That ever made a story, you're a man 
With all good so replete, that I durst trust you 
Ev'n with this secret, were it singly mine. 
Nevill. 1 do believe you. Farewell, worthy friend. 
Scudmore. Nay, look you; this same fashion does 
not please me: 
You were not wont to make your visitation 
So short and careless. 
Nevill. Tis your jealousy 
That makes you think so; for by my soul 
You have given me no distaste by keeping from me 
All things that might be burthenous and oppress me. 
In troth, I am invited to a wedding, 
And: the morn faster goes away from me 
Than I go toward it; and so good morrow. 
Scudmore. Good morrow, sir: think I durst shew it 


you. 


Nevill. Now, by my life, I not desire it, sir, 
Nor ever lov’d these prying listening men, 
That ask of other’s states and passages : 
Not one among a hundred but proves false, 
Envious and slanderous, and will cut that throat 
He twines his arms about. I love that poet 
That gave us reading, not to seek ourselves 


Beyond ourselves. 


Farewell.” 


Scudmore. You shall not go: 
I cannot now redeem the fault I have made 
To such a friend, but in disclosing all. 
Nevill. Now, if you love me, do not wrong me so. 
I see, you labour with some serious thing, 
And think (like fairy’s treasure) to reveal it 
Will cause it vanish; and yet to conceal it 
Will burst your breast—tis so delicious, 


And so much greater than the continent. 
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Scudmore. Oh! you have piere’d my entrails with 
your words, 
And I must now explain all to your eyes. 
Read, and be happy in my happiness. 
Nevill. Yet think on’t: keep thy secret and thy 
friend 
Sure and entire. Oh, give not me the means 
To become false hereafter! or thyself 
A probable reason to distrust thy friend, 
Though he be ne’er so true.—I will not see’t. 
Scudmore. I die, by heaven, if you deny again. 
I starve for council: take it—look upon it. 
If you do not, it is an equal plague 
Asif it had been known and published. 
For God’s sake read! but with this caution, 
By this right hand, by this yet unstain’d sword, 
Were you my father flowing in these waves, 
Or a dear son exhausted out of them, 
Should you betray this soul of all my hopes, 
Like the two brethren (though love made ’em stars) 
We must be never more seen both again. 
Nevill. Tread it fearless of the forfeiture ; 
Yet warn you, be as cautelous not to wound 
My integrity with doubt on likelihoods, 
From misreport, but first exquire the truth. 
[Legit Nevill, Scudmore aliquando respiciens. 
Scudmore. Read, whilst 1 tell the story of my love, 
And sound the truth of her heroic spirit, 
Whom eloquence could never flatter yet, 
Nor the best tongue of praises reach unto. 
The maid there nam’d I met once on a green, 
Near to her father’s house: methought she shew’d— 
For I did look on her, indeed no eye 
That ow’da sensible member, but must dwell 
A while on such an object : 
The passing horses and the feeding kine 
Stood still, and left their journies and their food : 
The singing birds were in contention 
Which should ’light nearest her; for her clear eyes 
Deceiv’d even men, they were so like bright skies. 
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Near, in a rivulet, swam two beauteous swans, 
Whiter than anything but her neck and hands, 
Which they left straight to comfort her : a bull 
Being baiting on the green for the swains’ sport, 
She walking toward it, the vex’d savage beast 
Ceas’d bellowing, the snarling dogs were mute 
And had enough to do to look on her, 
Whose face brought concord and an end of jars, 
Though nature made ’em ever to have wars. 
Had there been bears and lions, when she spake 
They had been charmed too; for Grecian’s lute 
Was rustic music to her heavenly tongue, 
Whose sweetness e’en cast slumbers on mine eyes, 
Soft as content, yet would not let me sleep. 
Nevill. “ Yours through the world and to the end of 
time 
BELLAFRONT.” 
Which Bellafront ? rich Sir John Worldly’s daughter ? 
Scudmore. She is the food, the sleep, the air I live by. 
Nevill. Oh, Heaven! we speak lke gods, and do 
like dogs. 
Scudmore. What means my 
Nevill. This day this Bellafront, the rich heir, 
Is married unto Count Frederick, 
And that’s the wedding I was going to. 
Scudmore. 1 prithee do not mock me. Married! 
Nevill. It is no matter to be play’d withal, 
But even as true as women all are false. 
Scudmore. Oh! that this stroke were thunder to my 
breast 5 
For, Nevill, thou hast spoke my heart in twain, 
And with the sudden whirlwind of thy breath 
Hast ravish’d me out of a temperate soil, 
And set me under the red burning zone. 
Nevill. For shome! return thy blood into thy face. 
Know’st not how slight a thing a woman is ? 
Scudmore. Yes, and how serious too. Come! I'll 
t’ the Temple: 
She shall not damn herself for want of council. 
Nevill. Oh, prithee, run not thus unto the streets ! 
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Come, dress you better—so—Ah! as thy clothes 
Are, like thy mind, too much disordered, 
How strangely is this tide turn’d! For a world 
1 would not but have call’d here as I went. 
Collect thy spirits : we will use all means 
To check this black fate flying toward thee. Come! 
If thou miscarriest ’tis my day of doom. 
Scudmore.— Yes—now I’m fine. Married! It may 


be so; 
But, women, look to’t: if she prove untrue, 
The devil take you all, that are his due! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Count Frepericx, a Tailor trussing him; 
attended by a Page. 
Count Frederick. Is Sir John Worldly up, boy? 
Boy. No, my Lord. 
Count Frederick. Is my bride up yet? 
Boy. No. 
Count Frederick. No! and the morn go fair? 
Enter Penpant. 
Pendant. Good morrow, my thrice honored and 
heroic lord. 
Boy. Good morrow your lord and master, you might 
say, for brevity sake. 
Count Frederick. Thou’st a good tailor, and art very 
fine. 
Pendant. I thank your lordship. 
Boy. 1, you may thank his lordship, indeed. 
Pendant. ’Fore God, this doublet sets in print, my 
Lord ; 


And the hose excellent ; the pickadel* rare. 


* Cotgrave tells us that ‘ Piccadilles are the several divisions or 
pieces fastened together about the brim of the collar of a doublet.” 
They are mentioned over and over again in old plays, as by Field 
himself (probably) in The Fatal Dowry, act iv. sc. 1.  ‘‘There’s a 
shoulder-piece cut, and the base of a pickadille in puncto.” A picka- 
del is spoken of in Northward Ho! Sign. D. 3. as part of the dress 
of a female. See Gifford’s Ben Jonson, v. 55, for the origin and ap- 
plication of the word. 
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Boy. He’ll praise himself in trust with my Lord’s tailor 
For the next St. George’s suit. 
Count Frederick. Oh, good morrow, 
Tailor: I abhor bills in a morning. 
Pendant. Your honour says true: 
Their knavery will be discern’d by daylight ; 
But thou may’st watch at night with bill in hand, 
And no man dares find fault with it. 
Tailor. A good jest, faith. Good morrow to your 
lordship. A very good jest. [Exit Tailor. 
Count Frederick, I wonder my invited guests are so 
tardy. What's o’clock ? 
Pendant. Scarce seven, my lord. 
Count Frederick. And what news, Pendant ? 
What think’st thou of my present marriage ? 
How shews the beauty to thee, I shall wed? 
Pendant. Why, to all women like Diana among her 
nymphs. 
Boy. There’s all his reading. 
Pendant. A beauty of that pureness and delight, 
That none is worthy of her but my lord, 
My honourable lord. 
Count Frederick. But then her fortune, 
Match’d with her beauty, makes her up a match. 
Pendant. By heaven! unmatchable—for none fit but 
lords, 
And yet for no lord fit but my good lord. 
Count Frederick. And that her sister, then, showd 
love me too, 
Is it not strange ? 
Pendant. Strange! no, not strange at all. 
By Cupid, there’s no woman in the world, 
But must needs love you, doat, go mad for you. 
If you vouchsafe reflection, ’tis a thing 
That does it home: thus much reflection 
Catches ’em up by dozens like wild fowl. 
Boy. Now, ye shalltaste the means by which he eats. 
Cc 


18 A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK.  ([acr 1, 


Pendant. Nature herself, having made you, fell sick, 
In love with her own work, and can no more 
Make man so lovely, being diseas’d with love. 
You are the world’s minion, of a little man. 
I'll say no more: I would not be a woman 
For all has been got by them. 
Count Frederick, Why, man, why ? 
Pendant. Heart! I should follow you like a young 
rank whore, 
That runs proud of her love; pluck you by the sleeve, 
Whoe’er were with you, in the open street 
With the impudency of a drunken oyster-wife ; 
Put on my fighting waistcoat, and the ruff 
That fears no tearing; batter down the windows 
Where I suspected you might lie all night; 
Scratch faces, like a wild-cat of Pick’d-hatch.* 
Count Frederick, Pendant, thou’lt make me doat 
upon myself, 
Pendant. _ Narcissus, by this hand, had far less cause. 
Count Frederick. How know’st thou that ? 
Boy. They were all one, my lord. 
Pendant. How do I know? I speak my conscience: 
His beauties were but shadows to my lord. 
Why, boy, his presence would enkindle sin, 
And longing thoughts in a devoted nun. 
Oh, foot! oh, lez! oh, hand! oh, body! face! 
By Jove, it isa little man of wax. 
Count Frederick. Thou’tt a rare rascal: tis not for 
nothing, 
That men call thee my commendations. 
Boy. For nothing? no; he would be loth it should. 
Enter Captain Pouts. 
Count Frederick. Good morrow, and good welcome 
captain Pouts. 
Capt. Pouts. Good morrow to your honor, and all joy 
Spring from this match and the first year a boy. 
I commend these two verses 0’ purpose to salute your 
honor. 


* A place notorious for prostitutes ; often mentioned. 
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Count Frederick. But how haps it, captain, that your 
intended marriage with my father in law’s third daughter 
is not solemnized to day? 

Pendant. My lord tells you true, captain; it would 
have saved meat. 

Capt. Pouts. Faith, I know not. Mistress Kate 
likes me not; she says I speak as if I had pudding 
in my mouth, and I answered her, if I had it was a 
white pudding, and then I was the better armed. for a 
woman; for I had a case about me. So one laughed, 
and the other cried “fie :” the third said I was a bawdy 
captain, and there was all I could get of them. 

Count Frederick. See, boy, if they be up yet: maids 
are long lyers, I perceive. 

Boy. How if they will not admit me, my lord? 

Count Frederick. Why, if they should not admit you, 
my lord, you cannot commit with ’em, my lord. 

Boy. Marry, therefore, my lord. [Exit Boy. 

Count Frederick. But what should be the reason of 
her so sudden alteration? she listened to thee once, 
ha? 

Pendant. Have you not heard, my lord, or do ye not 
know ? 

Count Frederick. Not I, I swear. 

Pendant. Then you know nothing that is worth 
the knowing. 

Capt. Pouts. That's certain: he knows you. 

Pendant. There’s a young merchant, a late suitor, 
that deals by wholesale, and heir to land, well de- 
scended, of worthy education, beholding to nature. 

Count Frederick. Oh, ’tis Young Strange. 

Capt. Pouts. Vst he that looks like an Italian tailor 
out of the lac’d wheel?* that wears a bucket on his 


head ? 


* From this passage it should seem that Italian tailors in Field’s 
time wore peculiarly wide and stiff ruffs, like a wheel of lace round 
their necks. Nothing on the point is to be found in R. Armin’s 
Italian Taylor and his Boy, 1609. The Tailor in Northwurd Ho? 
1607, sign. D. 3. speaks of ‘‘a Cathern (Katherine) wheel farthing- 
gale,” but the farthingale was a hoop for the petticoats. 
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Count Frederick. That is the man; yet believe me, 
captain, it is a noble sprightly citizen. 
Capt. Pouts. Has he money ? 
Count Frederick. Infinitely wealthy. 
Capt. Pouts. Then, captain, thou art cast. Would 
I had gone to Cleveland! Worldly loves money better 
than I love his daughter. I’ll to some company in 
garrison. Good bye. 
Count Frederick. Nay, ye shall dedicate this day 
to me, 
We speak but by the way, man: ne’er despair; 
I can assure you, she is yet as free as air. 
Pendant. And you may kill the merchant with a look - 
I'd threaten him to death. My honor'd lord 
Shall be your friend—go to, I say he shall: 
You shall have his good word. Shall he, my lord ? 
Count Frederick. ’Sfoot ! he shall have my bond to do 
him good. 
Pendant. La! ’tis the worthiest lord in christendom. 
Oh, captain, for some four score brave spirits, once 
To follow such a lord in some attempt ! 
Capt. Pouts. A hundred, sir, were better. 
Enter OLp Str Innocent Ninny, My Lapy Ninyy, 
Sir Apranam, and Mistress WaGTAIL. 
Count Frederick. Here’s more guests. 
Capt. Pouts. Is that man, and wife? 
Pendant. It is Sir Innocent Ninny: that’s his lady, 
And that Mr. Abraham, their only son. 
[Count Frederick discoursing with Sir Innocent 
and Lady ; Abraham looking about. 
Capt. Pouts. But did that little old dried neat’s 
tongue, that eel-skin, get him? 
Pendant. So ’tis said, captain. 
Capt. Pouts. Methinks he in his lady should shew 
like a needle in a bottle of hay. 
Pendant. One may see by her nose what pottage she 
loves. 
Capt. Pouts. Is your name Abraham ? Pray who 
dwells in your mother’s backside, at the sign of the 
aqua-vitee hottle ? 
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Pendant. God’s precious! Save you, MistressWagtail. 
[Pulls her by the slieve. 

Wagtail. Sweet Mr. Pendant. 

Abraham. Gentlemen, I desire your better acquaint- 
ance. You must pardon my father; he’s somewhat rude, 
and my mother grossly brought up, as you may perceive. 

Count Frederick. Young Master Abraham! cry ye 

mercy, sir. 

Abraham. Your lordship’s poor friend, and Sir Abra- 

ham Ninny. 
The dub-a-dub of honor, piping hot 
Doth lie upon my worship’s shoulder blade. 

Sir Innocent. Indeed, my lord, with much cost and 
Jabour, we have got him knighted ; and being knighted, 
under favour, my lord, let me tell ye he’ll prove a sore 
knight asere run atring. Heis theone and only Ninny 
of our house, 

Lady Ninny. He has cost us something ere he came 

to this. 
Hold up your head, Sir Abraham. 

Abraham. Pish, pish, pish, pish ! 

Count Frederick. D’ye hear how— 

Pendant. Oh, my lord. 

Capt. Pouts. I had well hoped she could not have 

spoke, she is so fat. 

Count Frederick. Long may’st thou wear thy knight- 

hood ; and thy spurs 
Prick thee to honor on, and prick off curs, 

Abraham. Siv Abraham thanks your honor, and I 
hope yourlordship will consider the simplicity of parents : 
a couple of old fools, my lord, and I pray so take ’em. 

Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 

Abraham. 1 must be fain to excuse you here: you'll 
be needs coming abroad with me. If I had no more 
wit than you now, we should be finely laughed at. 

Sir Innocent. By’r lady, his worship says well : wife, 
we'll trouble him no longer. With your honotr’s leave, 
V’ll in and see my old friend Sir John, your father 
that shall be. 
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Lady Ninny. Vl in, too, and see if your bride need 
no dressing. [Exeunt Sir Innocent and Lady.* 
Count Frederick. ’Sfoot, as much as a tripe, I think: 
Haste them [ pray. Captain, what thinkest thou 
Of such a woman in a long sea voyage, 
Where there were a dearth of victuals ? 

Capt. Pouts. Venison, my lord, venison. 

Pendant. I’ faith, my Lord, such venison as a bear is. 

Capt. Pouts. Heart! she looks like a black bom- 
bard + with a pint pot waiting upon it. 

[ Exit Mrs. Wagtail. 

Count Frederick. Whatcountrymen were your ances- 
tors, Sir Abraham ? 

Abraham. Countrymen ! they were no countrymen: 
I scornit. They were gentlemen all: my father is a 
Ninny, and my mother was a Hammer. 

Capt. Pouts. You should be a knocker, then, by the 
mother’s side, 

Abraham. I pray, my Lord, what is yon gentleman ? 
He looks so like a Saracen, that as I ama Christian, I 
cannot endure him. 

Count Frederick. Take heed what you say, sir ; he’s a 
soldier. 7 

Pendant. If you cross him, he’ll blow you up with 
gunpowder. 

Abraham. In good faith he looks as if he had a hand 
in the treason. t I'll take my leave. 

Count Frederick. Nay, good Sir Abraham, you shall 
not leave us. 

Pendant. My Lord shall be your warrant. 

Abraham. My Lord shall be my warrant? Troth, I do 
not see that a lord’s warrant is better than any other 
man’s, unless it be to lay one by the heels. I shall stay 


* The old stage direction here is only Frit Inno. 

+ Bombard strictly means a piece of artillery, but it was meta- 
phorically applied to large vessels containing liquor: in this sense 
1t may be frequently found in Shakespeare, and other dramatists of 
his day. 

ii. e. The gunpowder treason of 5th Nov. 1605. 
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here and ha’ my head broke, and then I ha’ my ’mends 
in my own hands; and then my lord’s warrant will 
help me to a plaster, that’s all. 

Count Frederick. Come, come: captain, pray shake 
the hand of acquaintance with this gentleman; he is 
in bodily fear of you. 

Capt. Pouts. Sir, I use not to bite any man. 

Abraham. Indeed, sir, that would shew you are no 
gentleman. I would you would bid me be covered; I 
am aknight. I was knighted 0’ purpose to come a w0o- 
ing to Mistress Lucida, the: middle sister, Sir John 
Worldly’s second daughter, and she said she would 
have me if I could make hera lady, and I can do’t now. 
Oh, here she comes. 

Enter Str Joun Worupty, Master STRANGE, 
Kare, and Lucrna with a willow garland. 

Count Frederick. My bride will never be ready, I 
think; here are the other sisters. 

Pendant. . Look you, my lord: there’s Lucida wears 
the willow garland for you, and will so go to church, I 
hear. And look you, captain, that’s the merchant, 

Abraham. Now doth the pot of love boilin my bosom : 
Cupid doth blow the fire; and 
I cannot rhime to bosom; but I’ll go reason with her. 

Sir John Worldly. You'll make her jointure of that 
five hundred, you say, that is your inheritance, Master 
Strange ? 

Strange. Sir, I will. 

Sir John Worldly. Kate, do you love him ? 

Kate. Yes, faith, father, with all my heart. 

Sir John Worldly. Take hands: kiss him, Her por- 
tion is four thousand.—Good morrow my son, Count: 
you stay long for your bride; but this is the day that 
sells her, and she must come forth like my daughter and 
your wife. 

I pray, salute this gentleman as your brother ; 

This morn shall make him so, and though his habit 
But speak him citizen, I know his worth 

To be gentle in all parts. Captain ! 

Capt. Pouts. Sir. 


24, A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. [Act fr. 


Str John Worldly. Captain, I could have been con- 
tented well 


You should have married Kate. 
Kate. So could not Kate. 
Sir John Worldly. You have an honorable title : 
A soldier is a very honorable title. 
A captain is a commander of soldiers; 
But, look you, captain ; captains have no mone : 
Therefore the Worldlys must not match with captains. 
Capt. Pouts. So, SIr, SO. 
Sir John Worldly. There are brave wars. 
Capt. Pouts. Where? 
Sir John Worldlu. Find them out, brave captain. 
Win honor and get money; by that time 
V’ll get a daughter for my noble captain. 
Capt. Pouts. Good, sir, good. 
Str John Worldly.Honor is honor, but itis no money: 
This is the tumbler, then, must catch the coney. 
[ Aspiciens Strange. 
Capt. Pouts. Thou art an old fellow.—Are you a 
merchant, sir ? 
Strange. I shame not to Say yes. Are you a soldier 
sir? 
Abraham. A soldier, sir? Oh, Ged! I; heis a cap- 
tain. 
Strange. He may be so and yet no soldier, sir; 
For as many are soldiers that are no captains, 
So many are captains that are no soldiers. 
Capt. Pouts. Right, sir: and as many are citizens 
that are no cuckolds 
Strange. So many are cuckolds that are no citizens. 
What ail you, sir, with your robustious looks ? 
Capt. Pouts. Iwould be glad to see for my money : 
I have paid for my standing. 
Strange. You are the nobler captain, sir ; 
For I know many that usurp that name, 
Whose standings pay for them. 
Capt, Pouts. You are a pedlar. 
Strange, You are a pot-gun. 
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Capt. Pouts. Merchant, [ would thou hadst an iron 
tail, 

Like me. 

Count Frederick. Fie, captain: you are to blame. 

Pendant. Nay, God’s will! you are to blame, indeed, 
if my lord say so. 

Capt. Pouts. My lord’s an ass, and you are an- 
other. 

Abraham. Sweet Mistress Luce, let you and I with- 

draw : 
This is his humor, Send for the constable! 

Capt. Pouts. Sirrah, Vil beat you with a pudding on 
the Change. 

Strange. Thou dars’t as well kiss the wide-mouthed 

cannon 
At his discharging, or perform as much 
As thou dar’st speak ; for, soldier, you shall know, 
Some can use swords that wear’em not for show. 

Kate. Why, captain, though ye be a man of war, you 
cannot subdue affection. You have no alacrity in your 
eye, and you speak as if you were in a dream. You 
are of so melancholy and dull a disposition, that on my 
conscience you would never get children; nay, nor on 
my body neither; and what a sin were it in me, and a 
most pregnant sign of concupiscence, to marry a man 
that wants the metal of generation, since that is the 
blessing ordain’d for marriage, procreation the only end 
of it. Besides, if I could love you, I shall be here at 
home and you in Cleveland abroad: I among the bold 
Britons, and you among the hot-shots. 

Sir John Worldly. No more puffing, captain ; 
Leave batteries with your breath : the short is this. 
This worthy count this morning makes my son, 
And with that happy marriage this proceeds. 
Worldly’s my name, worldly must be my deeds. 
Capt. Pouts. I will pray for civil wars, to cut thy 
throat 
Without danger, merchant. I will turn pirate 
But I’ll be reveng’d on thee. 
Strange. Do, captain, do: 
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A halter will take up our quarrel then. 
ee Pouts. “Swounds! I'll be reveng’d upon ye 
all! 
The strange adventure, thou art now to make 
In that small pinnace, is more perilous 
Than any hazard thou could’st undergo. 
Remember, a scorn’d soldier told thee so. 
[Eavt Captain Pouts. 
Strange. Go, walk the captain, good Sir Abraham. 
Abraham. Good faith, sir, I had rather walk your 
horse. I! will not meddle with him. I would not keep 
him company in his drink for a world. 
Ser John Worldly. But what good do you, Sir Abrae 
ham, on my daughter ? 
I could be e’en content, my Lucida 
Would skip your wit and look upon your wealth, 
And this one day let Hymen crown ye all. 
Abraham. Oh, no; she laughs at me and scorns my 
suit : 
For she is wilder and more hard, withal, 
Than beast or bird or tree or stony wall. 
Kate. Ha! God-a-mercy, old Hieronimo.* 
Abraham. Yet she might love me for my lovely eyes. 
Count Frederick, 1; but perhaps your nose she doth 
despise. 
Abraham. Yet might she love me for my dimpled 
chin. 
Pendant. 1; but she sees your beard is yery thin. 
Abraham. Yet might she love me for my proper 
body. 
Strange. 1; but she thinks you are an errant noddy. 
Abraham. Yet might she love me,’cause I am an heir, 
Sir John Worldly. 1; but perhaps she does not like 
your ware. 
Abraham. Yet might she love me in despite of all. 
Lucida. I; but, indeed, I cannot love at all. 
- Sir John Worldly. Well, Luce ; respect Sir Abraham 
I charge you. 


* Sir Abraham quotes from the Spanish Tragedy, and Kate de- 
tects his plagiarism. 
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Lucida. Father, my vow is past: whilst the earl 
lives 

I ne’er will marry, nor will pine for him. 

It is not him I love now, but my humor ; 

But since my sister he hath made his choice, 

This wreath of willow that begirds my brows, 

Shall never cease to be my ornament 

’Till he be dead, or I be married to him. 

Pendant. Life! my lord; you had best marry "em 
all three. They'll never be content else. 

Count Frederick. 1 think so, too. 

Sir John Worldly. These are impossibilities. Come, 

Sir Abraham, 
A little time will wear out this rash vow. 

Abraham. Shall I but hope ? 

Lucida. Oh, by no means. I cannot endure these 
round breeches : J am ready to swoon at them. 

Kate. The hose are comely. 

Lucida. And then his left leg: I never see it but I 
think on a plum-tree. 

Abraham. Indeed, there’s reason there should be 
some difference in my legs, for one cost me twenty 
pounds more than the other. 

Lucida. In troth, both are not worth half the money. 

Count Frederick. 1 hold my life, one of them was 
broke and cost so much the healing. 

Abraham. Right hath your lordship said; ’twas broke, 

indeed, 
At foot-ball in the university. 

Pendant. 1 know he is in love by his verse-vein. 

Strange. He cannot hold out on’t: you shall hear. 

Abraham. Well, since Iam disdain’d, off garters blue! 
Which signify Sir Abraham’s love was true ; 

Off cypress black! for thou befits not me ; 

Thou art not cypress of the cypress tree, 

Befitting lovers. Out, green shoe-strings, out! 

Wither in pocket since my Luce doth pout. 

Gush eyes, thump hand, swell heart, buttons fly open ! 
Thanks, gentle doublet, else my heart had broken. 
Now to thy father’s country house at Babram 
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Ride post ; there pine and die, poor, poor Sir Abraham, 
Omnes. Oh, doleful dump! [ Music plays. 
Str John Worldly. Nay, you shall Stay the wedding. 

Hark the musick ! 

Your bride is ready. 

Count Frederick. Put spirit in you fingers ! louder still, 

And the vast air, with your enchantments fill. 


{ Exeunt omnes. 


ACT II, SCENE I. 


Enter Nevit, like a Parson. 
Nevill. Thus for my friend’s sake have I taken orders, 

And with my reasons, and some hire besides, 
Won the known priest, that was to celebrate 
This marriage, to let me assume his place; 

And here’s the character of his face and beard. 
By this means when my friend confronts the maid 
At the church door (where I appointed him 

To meet him, like myself, for this strange shape 
He altogether is unwitting of) 

If she (as one vice in that sex alone 

Were a great virtue) to inconstancy past 

Join impudency, and slight him to his face, 
Shewing a resolution to this match, 

By this attempt it will be frustrate, 

And so we have more time, though but ’till night, 
To work, to speak with her, or use violence : 

For both my blood and means are at his service. 
The reason, too, I do this past his knowledge 

Is that his joy may be the more complete, 

When being resolv’d she’s married and gone, 

I can resolve him otherwise. Thus I know 
Good deeds shew double that are timely done, 
And joy that comes past expectation. 

Enter ScupMmore in tawney. 

Yonder he comes, dead in his melancholy. 
I'll question him and see if I can raise 
His spirit from that it restless rests upon: 
He cannot know me. Ho! good morrow, sir. 


sc, 1.] A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. 29 


Scudmore. Good morrow to no living thing but one, 
And that is Nevill. Oh! the vows, the vows, 
The protestations and becoming oaths, 
Which she has utter’d to me, so sweet so many, 
As if she had been covetous not to leave 
One word for other lovers, which I pitied : 
She said, indeed, I did deserve ’em all, 
Her lips made swearings sound of piety, 
So sweet and prettily they came from her; 
And yet this morn she’s married to a lord. 
Lord! lord! how often has she kiss’d this hand, 
l.ost herself in my eyes, play’d with my hair 
And made me (a sin I am not subject to) 
Go away proud, improved by her favours; 
And yet this morn she’s married to a lord. 
The bells were ringing as I came along, 
Nevill. Yes, sir; ’tis for the great marriage ’twixt 
Scudmore. Pray hold there; I know it too, too well. 
The tokens and the letters I have still. 
The dangers I have past for her dear sake 
By day and night to satisfy her wishes! 
That letter I so lately did receive, 
And yet this morn she’s married to a lord. 
Oh memory, thou blessing to all men, 
Thou art my curse and cause of misery, 
That tell’st me what I have been in her eyes 
And what [ am! As it is impossible 
To find one good in the whole world of women— 
But how I lose myself, and the rememberance 
Of my dear friend who said he would meet me here. 
What is this priest that walks before the church ? 
Why walk you here so early, sir ? 
Nevill. I am appointed 
Here to attend the coming of the brides, 
Old Sir John Worldly’s daughters. 
Scudmore. Are there two ? 
Nevill. Yes, sir: the eldest marries Count Frederick. 
Scudmore. Oh! 
Nevill. The middlemost wears willow for his sake. 
The youngest marries the rich merchant, Strange. 
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Sudmore. He is right worthy, and my well known 
friend. 
But, parson, if you marry Bellafront 
The horror of thy conscience shall exceed 
A murderer’s. Thou shalt not walk alone, 
Nor eat, nor sleep, but a sad lover’s groans 
And curses shall appear and fright thy soul. 
! tell thee, priest, they’re sights more terrible 
Than ghosts or sprites of which old wives tell tales. 
Thou shalt run mad! thou shalt be damn’d indeed ! 
Nevill. Now, God forefend! the reason, sir, I pray? 
Scudmore. She is contracted, sir, nay, married 
Unto another man, though it want form : 
And such strange passages and mutual vows ! 
‘Twould make your short hair start through your black 
cap 
Should you but hear it. 
Nevill. Sir, Pll take no notice 
Of things I do not know: the injur'd gentleman 
May bring ’em after into the spiritual court 
And have a fair pull on’t—a poor gentleman, 
(For so I take him by his being deceiv’d) 
’Gainst a great count and an old wealthy knight. 
Scudmore. Thou Pancridge parson!* oh, for my friend 
Nevill! 
Some wile or other might remove this priest, 
And give ust breathing to cross their intent. 
Nevill. Alas! my dear friend. 
Scudmore. Sir, do but you refuse to join them. 
Nevill. Upon what acquaintance, sir? 
They are great persons and I mean to rise : 
I hope in time to have three livings, man ; 
And this were not the way, I take it, sir. 
Scudmore. Why, look thee; there is gold. 
Nevill. Oh, by no means. 
Scudmore. I seldom knew’t refus’d yet by thy coat, 
But where it would have been a cause of good. 


* Or “ Pancras parson,” a term of contempt for the convenient 
clergymen of that day. 
t The old copy reads—‘ And give up breathing to cross their 
intent.” 
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Nevill. But look ye; you shall see, I’m a divine 

Of conscience quite opposite to a lawyer: 

I'll give you council, sir, without a fee. 

This way they are to come; if you dare do’t 

Challenge her as your own at the church door: 

I will not hinder you. [ Music plays. 
Scudmore. Oh, hark! they come. 

Nevill, my friend! well, I must something do, 

Oh, why should music, which joys every part, , 

Strike such sharp killing discords to my heart! 


[ Music. Enter Sir John Worldly, who meets the Par- 
son and entertains him: Count Frederick, Ballafront, 
Strange, Katherine, Lucida with willow: Pendant, 
Sir Innocent Ninny, Lady Ninny, Mrs. Wagtail, Sir 
Abraham, melancholy. W. P.* walk gravely afore 
all softly on. Scudmore stands before, and a boy 
sengs to the tuned musie. 


THE SONG. 


They that for wordly wealth do wed, 
That buy and sell the marriage hed, 
That come not warm’d with the true fire, 
Resolv’d to keep this vow entire, 

Too soon find discontent ; 

Too soon shall they repent. 
But, Hymen, these are no such lovers, 
Which thy burning torch discovers : 
Though they live, then, many a year, 
Let each day as new appear 

As this first; and delights 

Make of all bridal nights. 
16, Hymen! give consent 
Blessed are the marriages that ne’er repent ! 


Count Frederick. How now! who's this ? 
Pendant. Young Scudmore. 
Omnes. Tis young Scudmore! 


* What is the meaning of these initials must be left to the con- 
jecture of the reader: perhaps Waits Playing, in reference to the 
attendant musicians. 


32 A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. [ACT II. 


Scudmore. Canst thou this holy church enter a bride, 

And not a corse, meeting these eyes of mine 2 
Bellafront. Yes, by my troth: what are your eyes 

to me, 

But grey ones, as they are to every body. 

The gentleman I do a little know: 

He’s frantic, sure! Forward, a’ God’s name, there! 
Lucida, Sister, this is not well, and will be worse. 
Scudmore. Oh, hold thy thunder fast ! 

Count Frederick. Whatis the matter ? 

Pendant. Vll ask, my lord. What is the matter, sir ? 

Sir John Worldly. Some idle words, my lord, ’t may 
be have past 

"Twixt Scudmore and my daughter heretofore ; 

But he has dreamt ’em things of consequence. 
Pendant. Pish! nothing else? set forward. 

Nevill. By your leave. 
Scudmore. Can there be such a soulin sucha shape? 

My love is subject of such misery, 

Such strange impossibilities and misfortune, 

That men will laugh at me, when I relate 

The story of it, and conceive I lie. 

Why, madam that shall be—lady in posse, do titles 

Honours and fortunes make you so forgetful ? 
Bellafront, You are insolent—nay, strangely saucy, 

sir, 

To wrong me in this public fashion. 

Sir John Worldly. Sirrah, go to: there’s law. 
Scudmore. There is, indeed, 

And conscience too: old Worldly, thou hast one ; 

But for the other, wild Virginia, 

Black Afric, or the shaggy Scythia, 

Must send it over as a merchandise, 

Ere thou shew any here. 

Pendant. My honour’d lord, 

Say but the word, I’ll force him from the door. 
Count Frederick. I say the word: do it. 
Scudmore. You, my lord’s fine fool ! 

Abraham. I, he, sir? 

Scudmore. No—nor you my lord’s fool’s fool. 


ee) 
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Sir Innocent Ninny. ’Ware, boy: come back. 

Lady Ninny. Come back, | say, Sir Abraham. 

Strange. "Tis such a forward child. 

[Lntrant Templum. 

Scudmore. My passion and my cause of grief’s so 

great, 
That it hath drown’d all worthy parts in me; 
As drink makes virtue useless in a man, 
And with two much kills natural heat in him, 
Or else i could not stand thus coldly tame, 
And see them enter, but with my drawn sword 
Should hale ber by the hair unto the altar, 
And sacrifice her heart to wronged love. 

Katherine. On my life, it is so. 

Strange. Worthy friend, 

I am exceeding sorry to see this, 
But cannot help it. 

Scudmore. Vil follow, and unfold all in the church. 
Alas! to what end, since her mind is chang’d ? 
Had she been loyal, all the earthly lords 
Could not have borne her so! what heinous sin 
Hath she committed, God should leave her then ? 
I never dreamt of lying with my mother, 

Nor wish’d my father’s death, nor hated brothers; 
Nor did betray trust, nor lov’d money better 
Than an accepted friend: no such base thought, 
Nor act unnatural possess’d this breast. 

Why am I thus rewarded ?—women! women! 
He’s mad, by heaven, that thinks you any thing 
But sensual monsters, and is never wise 

Nor good, but when he hates you, as I now. é 
I'll not come near one—none of your base sex 
Shall know me from this time ; for all your virtues 
Are like the buzzes growing in the fields, 

So weakly fasten’d t’ ye by nature’s hand, 

That thus much wind blows al! away at once. 

Ye fillers of the world with bastardy, 


4 


*i.e. all but Kate, Strange, and Scudmore enter the church. 
Strange and Kate follow immediately, and leave Scudmore solus, 
D 
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Worse than diseases ye are subject to, 

Know I do hate you all; will write against you 
And fight against you: I will eat no meat 
Dress’d by a woman old or young, nor sleep 
Upon a bed made by their stiil given hands. 

Yet once more I will see this feminine devil, 
When I will look her dead, speak her to hell! 
Pil watch my time this day, to do’t, and then 
I'll be in love with death, and readier still 

His mortal stroke to take, than he to kill, 


[Cornets. Exit Scudmore. 


Loud Music. Enter as from the Church, Sin JOHN 
Worupiy, Nevitn, like the parson; Counr 
FREDERICK, BeLLAFRONT, STRANGE, Katue- 
RINE; Sir Innocent Ninny, Lapy Ninny, 
Sin ABpRauAmM; Lucipa, WaGtTAIiL, PENDANT, 

Count Frederick. Sweet is the love purchas’d with 

difficulty. 

Bellafront. Then, this cross accident doth relish our’s. 

Strange. 1 rather think our’s happier, my fair Kate, 
Where all is smooth and no rub checks our course. 

Enter Carvtain Pours. 

Capt. Pouts. Are ye married ? 

Count Frederick. Yes, 

Capt. Pouts. The devil dance at your wedding! But 
for you, | have something else to say. Let me see: 
here are reasonable good store of people. Know, all 
my beloved brethren (I speak it in the face of the con- 
gregation), this woman I have lain with oftener—-— 

Omnes. How! 

Lady Ninny. Before God, you are a wicked fellow 
to speak on’t in this manner, if you have. 

Strange. Lain with her? 

Capt. Pouts. Yes—good morrow. God give ye joy. 

[Exit Captain Pouts. 

Sir John Worldly. 1 am speechless with my anger, 

Follow him ! 
If it be true, let her be prov’d a whore: 
If false, he shall abide the slander dearly. 
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Abraham. Follow that list: I will not meddle with 
him. 
Sir John Worldly. Why speak’st not thou to recon- 
cile those looks, 
That fight stern battles in thy husband’s face ? 
Katherine. Thou art not so unworthy to believe him. 
If f did think thou did’st, I would not open 
My lips to satisfy so base a thought, 
Sprung from the slander of so base a slave. 
Strange. it cannot be! I’ll tell you by to-morrow. 
fam no fool, Kate. I will find some time 
To talk with this same Captain—Pouts d’ye call him ? 
Pll be wi’ ye to-night. 
Katherine. Sir; you shall not. 
What stain my honour hath received by this 
Base villain, all the world takes notice of. 
Mark what I vow, and if I keep it not 
May I be so given o’er, to let this rogue 
Perform his slander. Though thou wert ordained, 
And in thy cradle mark’d to call me wife, 
And in that title made as my defence, 
Yet sufferd’st him to go away with life, 
Wounding my honour dead before thy face ; 
Redeem it on his head, and his own way, 
Ev’n by the sword, his long profession, 
And bring it on thy neck out of the field, 
And set it clear amongst the tongues of men 
That all eyes may discern it slandered, 
Or thou shalt ne’er enjoy me as a wife. 
By this bright sun thou shalt not! Nay, I’ll think 
As abjectly of thee as any mongrel 
Bred in the city—such a citizen 
As the plays flout still, and is made the subject 
Of all the stages. Be this true or no, 
"Tis thy best course to fight. 
Sir John Worldly. Why, Kate, I say 
Katherine. Pray, pardon me: none feels the smart 
but I. 
Tis thy best course to fight: if thou be’st still, 
And like an honest tradesman eat’st this wrong, 
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Oh, may thy spirit and thy state so full 
Thy first-born child may come to the hospital. 
Strange. Heaven, I desire thee, hear her last request, 
And grant it too, if I do slack the first! 
By thy assured innocency I swear, 
Thou hast lost me half the honour I shall win 
In speaking my intent. Come, let’s to dinner. 
Katherine. I must not eat nor sleep, weep, till’t be 
done. 
Bellafront. Sister, this resolution is not good : 
Ill thrives that marriage that begins in blood. 
Katherine. Sister, inform yourself I have no lady- 
ship 
To gild my infamy, or keep tongues in awe. 
If God love innocency, I am sure 
He shall not lose in this action. 
Strange. Nor is’t the other’s life 
Can give her to the world my perfect wife, 
But what I do conceive. It is not blood, then, 
Which she requires, but her good name again ; 
And I will purchase it; for, by heaven, thou art 
The excellent’st new-fashion’d maid in this, 
That ever ear shall hear a tale told of. 
Omnes. But hear ye. 
Strange. Good; save your labours, for by heaven 
lll do’t: 
If I do’t not, I shall be pointed at, 
Proclaim’d the grand rich cuckold of the town; 
Nay, wittol, even by them are known for both. 
Sir John Worldly. Take your revenge by law. 
Strange. It will be thought 
Your greatness and our money carties it: 
For some say some men on the back of law, 
May ride and rale it like a patient ass, 
And with a golden bridle in the mouth, 
Direct it unto anything they please. 
Others report, it is a spider’s web, 
Made to entangle the poor helpless flies, — 
Whilst the great spiders, that did make it first, 
And rule it, sit i’th midst secure, and laugh. 


sc. 1.] A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. OT 


My law in this shall only be my sword ; 
But, peradventure, not this month or two. 
Katherine. This month or two 2 
Count Frederick. Vil be your second then. 
Strange. You proffer too much honour, my good Lord. 
Pendant. And [I will be your third. 
Abraham. Vl not be fourth, nor fifth, 
For the old proverb’s good, which long hath been, 
Says safest ’tis sleeping in a whole skin. 
Lucida. God-a-mercy, Nab: I'll ha’ thee, and be but 
for thy manhood. 
Sir Innocent. Wife, my Lady Ninny, do you hear 
your son ? he speaks seldom, but when he speaks— 
Lucida. He speaks proverbs, i’faith. 
Lady Ninny. Oh, ’tis a pestilence Knight, Mistress 
Lucida. 
Lucida. J, and a pocky. 
Katherine. This month or two! d’ye love me? not 
before ? 
It may be I will live so long Fame’s whore. 
[ Haat Katherine. 
Sir John Worldly. What lowering star rul’d my na- 
tivity ! 
You'll come to dinner ? 
Strange. Yes. 
Count Frederick. Good-morrow, brother. 
Come, let’s be merry in despite of all, 
And make this day (as ’t should be) festival. 
Sir John Worldly. This sour, thwart, beginning may 
portend 
Good, and be crown’d with a delicious end. 
[Exeunt all but Strange. 
Strange. So; Vl not see you till my task be done: 
So much false time I set to my intent, 
Which instantly I mean to execute, 
To cut off all means of prevention, 
Which if they knew my day, they would essay. 
Now, for the merchant’s honour. Hit all right, 
Kate, your young Strange will lie with you to-night. 
{ Exit. 
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Enter Wacrait; the Pace stealing after her conceals 
himself. 

Wagiail. What a stir is here made about lying 
with a gentlewoman! J have been lain with a hundred, 
and a hundred times, and nothing has come on’t! but— 
haulk, hum, haulk, hum, oh, ch! Thus haye I done for 
this month or two—haulk, hum. 

Page. Ah, God’s will, are you at it? you have acted 
your name too much, sweet Mrs. Wagtail. This was 
wittily, though somewhat knavishly followed on me, 

Wagtail. Umph: o’my conscience, I am pep- 
perd. Well, thou tumblest not for nothing, for he 
dances as well that got thee, and plays as well on the 
viol, and yet he must not father thee; I have better men. 
Let me remember them, and here in my melancholy, 
choose out one rich enough to reward this my stale 
virginity, or fit enough to marry my little honesty. 
Haulk, haulk. 

Page. She has a shrewd reach, I see that : what a 
casting she keeps. Marry, my comfort is, we shall hear 
by and by, who has given her the casting bottle. 

Wagtail. Haulk, haulk, haulk: bitter, bitter. 
Pray God, I hurt not the babe. Well, let me see, I'll 
begin with knights : imprimis, Sir John Do’t-well, and 
Sir William Burnit. 

Page. A hot knight, by my faith ; Do’t-well, and 
Burnit too. 

Wagtail. For old Sir Innocent Ninny, my mas- 
ter, if I speak my conscience, look ye, |. cannot di- 
rectly accuse him: much has he been about, but done 
nothing. Marry, for Sir Abraham, I will not altogether 
"quit him. Let me see, there’s four knights: now for 
gentlemen. 

Page. And so.she’ll come down to the footmen. 

Wagtail. Master Lovall, Master Liveby’t, and Mas- 
ter Pendant. Hauke, hi up, hi up. 

Page. By this light I have heard enough. Shall I 
hold your belly too, fair maid of the fashion 2 

Wagtail. What say ye, Jack Sauce? 

Page. Oh fie, ill mutton, you are too angry. Why, 
look ye; I am my lord’s page, and you are my lady’s 
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gentlewoman: we should agree better; and I pray whi- 
ther are you riding with this burthen in your dosser.* 

Wagtail. Why, sir, out of town. I hope ’tis 
not the first time you have seen a child carried out of 
town in a dosser for fear of the plague. 

Page. You have answered me, I promise you: but 
who put it in, I pray ? 

Wagtail. Not you, sir, I know, by your asking. 

Page. I, alas! I know that by my talent; for I re- 
member thus much philosophy of my school-masters, 
ex nihilo nihil fit. But come, setting this duello of wit 
aside, I have over-heard your confession, and your cast- 
ing about for a father, and in troth, in mere charity, 
came in to relieve you. In the scrowl of beasts, horses, 
and asses, that have fed upon his common of yours, 
you named one Pendant: faith, wench, let him be the 
father. .He is avery handsome gentleman, I can tell 
you, in my lord’s favour: I'll be both secret and your 
friend to my lord. Let it be him ; he shall either reward 
thee bountifully, or marry thee. 

Wagtail. Sir, you speak lke an understanding 
young gentleman, and I acknowledge myself much 
bound to you for your council. 

Pendant. (within) Will, Will! 

Page. My lord has sent him to call me: now, I hold 
a wager on’t, if thou be’st not a fool, as most waiting- 
women are, thou’!t use him in his kind. 

Enter PENDANT. 
Pendant, Why, Will, I say! go; my Jord calls ex- 


tremely. 
Page. Did not I say so? come, this is but a trick to 
send me off, sir. [Exit Page. 


Pendant. A notable little rascal. 


* Dosser.| Dosser is used for a basket generally ; but as it means 
strictly a pannier for the back, (from the Fr. dossier) it is here used 
very inappropriately with reference to the burden Mrs. Wagtail 
carries before her, We have it in the modern sense of pannier 


in The Merry Devil of Edmonton. D. O. P. v. 237. 


«© The milk-maids’ cuts shall turn the wenches off, 
And lay their dossers tumbling in the dust.” 
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Pretty Mistress Wagtail, why d’ye walk so melancholy ? 
! sent him hence o’purpose. Come, shall’s do ? 


Wagtail. Do! what would you do? you have done 
too much already. 


Pendant. What’s the matter 2 

Wagtail. | am with child by you. 

Pendant. By me? why by me? a good jest, i’faith. 
Wagtail. You'll find it, sir, in earnest. 

Pendant. Why, do you think [ am such an ass to 
believe nobody has meddled with you but I? 

Wagtail. Do you wrong me so much to think 
otherwise ? 
Thus ’tis for a poor damsel like myself, 
To yield her honour and her youth to any, 
Who strait conceives she does so unto many : 
And as I have a soul to save, “tis true. 

Pendant, Pray do not swear: I do not urge you to’t, 
’‘Swounds, now Iam _ undone! you walk somewhat 
round. Sweetheart, has nobody been tampering with you 
else ? think on’t, for by this light, Iam not worth ‘the 
estate of an apple-wife : I do live upon commending my 
lord: the Lord of Hosts knows it, and all the world 
besides. For me to marry thee will undo thee more, 
And that thou may’st keep me, keep thee in fashion, 
Sell thee to English, French, to Scot, and all, 

“Till I have brought thee to an hospital ; 

And there I leave you. Ha’ you not heard, nor read 
Of some base slave, that wagging his fair head, 

Does whistling at one end of his shop walk, 

Whilst some gay man doth vomit bawdy talk 

In his wife’s ears at the other? such a rogue, 

Or worse shall I be; for look ye, Mrs. Wagtail, I do 
live like a chamelion upon the air, and not like a mole 
upon the earth. Land I have none: I pray God send 
me a grave when I am dead. 

Wagtail. It’s all one: Ill have you for your qua- 
lities. 

Pendant. For my good ones, they are altogether 
unknown; because they have not yet been seen, nor ever 
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will be, for they have no being: in plain terms, as God 
help me, I have none. 

Wagtail. How came you by your good clothes? 

Pendant. By undoing tailors; and then my lord 
(like a snake) casts a suit every quarter, which [ slip 
into: therefore thou art worse than mad, if thou wilt 
cast away thyself upon me. 

Wagtail. Why, what ’mends will you make me? 
can you give me some sum of money to marry me to 
some tradesman, as the play says? 

Pendant. No, by my troth. But tell me this, has 
not Sir Abraham been familiar with you ? 

Wagtail. Faith, not enough to make up a child. 

Pendant. Could’st be content to marry him ? 

Wagtail. I, by my troth, and thank ye, too. 

Pendant. Has he but kissed thee ? 

Wagtail, Yes; and something more, beside that. 

Pendant. Nay, and there ha’ been any jot of the 
thing, beside that, I’ll warrant thee, lay the child to him: 
Stand stifly to it, leave the rest to me ; 

By that fool thou shalt save thy honesty. [ Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE IT. 


Enter STRANGE, knocking at a door. 


Strange. Lies Captain Ponts here, pray ? 
Enter a SERVINGMAN. 

Servingman. Sir, he does. 

Strange. 1 prithee tell him here’s a gentleman would 
speak with him. 

Servingman, What may I call your name, sir? 

Strange. No matter for my name. 

Servingman. Troth, sir, the Captain is somewhat 
doubtful of strangers; and being, as most Captain’s are, 
a little in debt, I know he will not speak with -you unless 
you send your name. 

Strange. Tell him my name is Strange; that I am 
come 
About that business he spake of to-day. [Exit Servant. 
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To have sent a formal challenge by a gentleman, 
He being to choose his time, might, peradventure, 
Have made him shift himself the sooner over, 
Enter Pours above. 
Capt. Pouts. Sir, I know your business. You are 
come to serve a warrant or a citation: I will not speak 
with you; and get you gone quickly, too, or I may hap- 


pen send a bullet through your mazard. [ Exit. 
Strange. Strange, cross, past expectation! well, I’ll 
try ; 
My other course may speed more happily. [Exct, 
SCENE II. 


Music. Enter with table-napkins, Count FREDERICK, 
Sir Joun Wortpty, Nevitt, Pennant, Sir 
Innocent Ninny, Lapy Ninny,Srr ABRAHAM. 
SERVANTS with wine, plate, tobacco, and pipes. 

Sir John Worldly. Sir, had you borne us company 

to church, 
You had been the better welcome. 

Count Frederick. ’Faith you had; I must needs say 

so too. 

Pendant. And I must needs say as my lord says. 

Nevill. Sir Jobn, I thank you, and my honour’d 

lord: 
But Iam sorry for this other news 
Concerning Mistress Kate, and my good friend. 
Ser John Worldly. ’Tis certain true: he keeps his 
word well, too; 
He said he would come to dinner. 

Lady Ninny. ‘All we cannot get Mistress Katherine 

out of her chamber. 

Sir John Worldly. Oh! good old woman, she is 

topshackled. 

Lady Ninny. ’Tis pestilence sack, and cruel claret: 
knight ! stand to me knight, I say: up, a cold stomach ; 
give me my aqua-vite bottle. 

Sir Innocent. Oh, Guiniver! as I am a justice of 
peace and quorum, ’twere a good deed to commit thee. 
Fie, fie, fie ! 

Abraham. Why, alas: I cannot help this and I 
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should be hang’d: she'll be as drunk asa_ porter. 
Pll tell you, my lord, I have seen her so be-piss the 
rushes, as she has danc’d at a wedding. Her belly, and 
that aqua-vitee bottle, have almost undone my father. 
Well, I thik in conscience, she is not my natural be- 
gotten mother. 
- . Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 
Nevill. Well said, my wise Sir Abraham.* 
Count Frederick. Oh, this music ! 
And good wine is the soul of all the world. 
Sir John Worldly. Come, will your lordship make 
one at primero, 
Until your bride come forth ? 
Nevill. You can play well, my lord. 
Count Frederick. Who, 12 
Pendant. Who? my Lord? the only player at pri- 
mero i’the court: 
Abraham. I'd rather play at bowls. 
Pendant. My lord’s for you for that, too: the only 
bowler in London that is not a churchwarden. 
Nevill. Can he fence well, too, Master Pendant ? 
Pendant. Who? my lord? the only fencer in 
Christendom. He'll hit you. 
Abraham. He shall not hit me, I assure you, now. 
Nevill. Is he good at the exercise of drinking, sir ? 
Pendant. Who? my lord? the only drunkard 7’ th’ 
world—drinker, I would say. 
Abruham. God-a-mercy for that. 
Nevill. I would he heard him. 
Abraham. | know a better whoremaster than he. 
Nevill. Oh fie! no: none so good as my lord. 
Pendant. Hardly, by’r lady, hardly. 
Count Frederick, How now! who’s this? 
Enter Scupmors, like a servingman, with a letter. 
Sir John Worldly. What would you ? 


* This remark and a question below in the old copy are given to 
Luce; but Lucida is not upon the stage, and could not be there, as 
Scudmore afterwards enters, pretending to be the bearer of a letter 
from her. The name of Nevill has been substituted for Luce, 
and at least there is no impropriety in assigning what is said 
to him. Two other speeches, attributed to her, obviously belong to 
Sir Abraham. 
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Scudmore. I would speak with the lady Bellafront, 
from the young lady Lucy. 

Sir John Worldly. You had best send in your letter; 
she is withdrawn. 

Scudmore. My lady gave me charge of the delivery, 
And I must do’t myself, or carry it back. 

Sir John Worldly. A trusty servant. That way leads 


you to her. 
CountFrederick. This trust in servants is a jewel. Come, 
Let us to bowls i’ th’ garden. [ Exeunt. 


Scudmore. Blessed fate! 
SCUDMORE passeth one door, and entereth the other, 
where BELLAFRONT sits in a chair, under a 
taffaty canopy. 
Scudmore. Oh, thou, whose words and actions seem’d 
to me 
As innocent as this smooth sleep, which hath 
Lock’d up thy powers, would thou hadst slept when first 
Thou sent’st and proffered’st me beauty and love! 
I had been ignorant, then, of such a loss. 
Happy’s that wretch, in my opinion, 
That never own’d scarce jewels, or bright sums, 
He can lose nothing but his constant wants; 
But speakless is his plague, that once had store, 
And from superfluous state falls to be poor. 
Such is my hell-bred hap! could nature make 
So fair a superficies to enclose 
So false a heart? This is like gilded tombs, 
Compacted of jet pillars, marble stones, 
Which hide from’s stinking flesh, and rotten bones. 
Pallas so sat (methinks) in Hector’s tent. 
But, time, so precious and so dangerous, 
Why do I lose thee ?—Madam, my lady, madam. 
Bellafront. Believe me, my dear friend, I was en- 
fore’d. 
Ha! I had a dream as strange as thou art, fellow. 
How cam’st thou hither? what’s thy business ? 
Scudmore. That letter, madam, tells you. 
Bellafront. Letter? ha! 
What do’st thou mock me? here is nothing writ. 
Scudmore. Can you read any thing, then, in this face ? 
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Bellafront. Oh basilisk! remove thee from my sight, 
Or thy heart’s blood shall pay thy rash attempt ! 
Ho! who attends us there ? 
Scudmore. Stir not a foot, 
And stop your clamorous acclamations, 
Or, by the bitterness of my fresh wrongs, 
Pll send your ladyship to the devil quick! 
I know the hazard I do undergo, 
And whatsoe’er after becomes of me, 
Pll make you sure first. I am come to speak, 
And speak I will, freely, and to bring back 
Your letters, and such things you sent; and then, 
I'll ne’er see those deceiving eyes again. 
Bellafront. Oh, I am sick of my corruption ! 
For God’s sake, do not speak a word more to me. 
Scudmore. Notspeak? yes woman, I will roar aloud 
Call thee the falsest fair that ever breath’d : 
Tell thee, that in this marriage thou hast drown’d 
All virtue left to credit thy weak sex, 
Which being (as ’twere) committed to thy trust, 
Thou traitorously hast betray’d it thus! 
Did I entice, or ever send thee gifts, 
To allure thee to reflect a beam on me? 
Nay, did’st not thou thyself send, and invent, 
Past human wit, our means of intercourse ? 
Why dost thou, then, prove base unto thyself, 
Perjur’d and impious? know, the good thou hast lost 
In my opinion doth outvalue far . 
The airy honours thou art married to. 
Bellafront. Oh, peace! for you speak sharpness to 
my soul, 
More torturous than hell’s plagues to the damn’d. 
For love’s sake hear me speak ! 
Scudmore. For love’s sake? no: 
Love is my surfeit, and is turn’d in me 
To a disease. ; 
Bellafront. Tyrant! my knees shall beg, 
Till they get liberty for my tongue to speak, 
Drown’d, almost, in the rivers of mine eyes. 
Scudmore, What canst thou say? art thou not mar- 
ried ? 
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Bellafront. Alas, I was enforc’d! first, by the threats 
Of a severe father, that in his hand 
Did gripe my fortunes: next to that, the fame 
Of your neglect, and liberal-talking tongue, 
Which bred my honour an eternal wrong. 
Scudmore. Pish, these are painted causes! till t 
morn 
He liv’d not in this land, that durst accuse 
My integrity of such an ignorance. 
But take your letters here, your paper vows, 
Your picture, and your bracelets: and if ever 
I build again upon a woman’s faith, 
May sense forsake me! I will sooner trust 
Dice, or a reconciled enemy: oh, God! 
What an internal Joy my heart has felt, 
Sitting at one of these same idle plays, 
When I have seen a maid’s inconstancy 
Presented to the life! how my glad eyes 
Have stole about me, fearing lest my looks 
Should tell the company convented there, 
The mistress that I had free of such faults. 
Bellafront. Oh} still retainher so! dear Scudmore, 
hear me, 
Scudmore. Retain thee so? it ig impossible ! 
Art thou not married ? ’tis impossible ! 
Oh, no! I do despise thee, and will fly 
As far on earth as to the Antipodes, 
And by some learn’d magician, whose deep art 
Can know thy residence on this hemisphere, 
There I’ll be plae’d, my feet just against thine, 
To express the opposite nature, which our hearts 
Must henceforth hold. 
Bellafront. Oh! rather shoot me, friend, 
Than let me hear thee speak sucn bitterness ! 
Oh, pity me! redeem me from the hell, 
That in this marriage I am like to feel ! 
Vll rather fly to barren wildernesses, 
And suffer all wants with thee, Scudmore, than 
Live with all plenty in this husband’s arms. 
Thou shalt perceive Iam not such a woman, 
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That is transported with vain dignities. 
Oh ! thy dear words have knock’d at my heart’s gates, 
And enter’d. They have pluck’d the devil’s vizard, 
(That did deform this face, and blind my soul) 
Off, and thy Bellafront presents herself, 
(Lav’d in a bath of contrite virginal tears,) 
Cloth’d in the original beauty that was thine! 
Now, for thy love to God, count this not done: 
Let time go back, and be as when before it, 
Or from thy memory raze it for ever! 
Scudmore. Ha, ha! heart! was there ever such 
strange creatures frain’d ? 
Why dost thou speak such foolish, senseless things ? 
Can thy forsaking him redeem thy fault? 
No, I will never mend an ill with worse. 
Why, thy example will make women false, 
When they shall hear it, that before were true : 
For after ill examples we do fly, 
But must be vow’d to deeds of piety. 
Oh woman, woman, woman, woman, woman ! 
The cause of future, and original sin, 
How happy (had you not) should we have been ! 
False where you kiss, but murdering in your ire ; 
Love all can woo, know all men you desire : 
Ungrateful, yet most impudent to crave, 
Torturons as hell, insatiate as the grave : 
Lustful as monkies, grinning in your ease, 
Whom if we make not idols, we ne’er please : 
More vainly proud than fools, as ignorant; 
Baser than parasites; witches that enchant 
And make us senseless, to think death or life 
Is yours to give, when only our belief 
Doth make you able to deceive us so: 
Begot by drunkards to breed sin and woe; 
As many foul diseases hide your veins, 
As there are mischiefs coin’d in your quick brains: 
Not quick in wit, fit to perform least good, 
But to subvert whole states, shed seas of blood : 
Twice as deceitful as are crocodiles, 
For you betray both ways—with tears and smiles. 
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Yet questionless there are as good, as bad. 
Hence! let me go. 
Bellafront. Hear me, and thou shalt go. 

I do confess I do deserve all this, 

Have wounded all the faith my sex doth owe, 
| But will recover it, or pay my life. 

Strive not to go, for you shall hear me first. 

I charge thee, Scudmore, thou hard-hearted man, 
| Upon my knees, thou most implacable man, 
| Since penitence 
| | And satisfaction too, gets not thy pardon, 

I charge thee use some means to set me free, 
Before the revels of this night have end. 
Prevent my entering to this marriage bed ; 
Or by the memory of Lucretia’s knife, 


E’er morn I'll die a virgin, though a wife. [ Exié. 

Scudmore. Pish! do: the world will have one mis- 

chief less. ‘ [ Exit. 
SCENE III. 


Enter Sir AprRawHAM Ninny throwing down his bowls. 
Abraham. Bowl they that list, for I will bowl no 
more. 
Cupid, that little bowler, in my breast 
Rubs at my heart and will not let me rest. 
[ Within: rub, rub, fly, fly.” 
I, I, you may cry rub, fly, to your bowls, 
For you are free: love troubles not your jowls, 
But from my head to heel, from heel to heart, 
Behind, before, and round about I smart. 
Then, in this arbour, sitting all alone, 
In doleful ditty, let me howl my moan. 
Oh, boy ! leave pricking, for I vail my bonnet :+ 
Give me but breath while I do write a sonnet. 


* The exclamations of the bowlers whom Sir Abraham has just 
quitted. 

+ Vail my bonnet.| The French phrase is avaler le bonnet, i. e. to 
lower the bonnet. The etymology of avaler is disputed, but our vale, 
or as it is usually spelt vail, is from uvaler. 
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Enter PENDANT. 

Pendant. I have lost my money, and Sir Abraham 
too. Yonder he sits, at his muse, by heaven, drown’d 
in the ocean of his love. Lord! how he labours, like a 
hard-bound poet whose brains had a frostin’em, Now 
it comes. 

Abraham. I die, I sigh. 

Pendant. What, after you are dead? very good. 

Abraham. I die, I sigh, thou precious stony jewel. 

Pendant. Good; because she is hard-hearted. 

Abraham. I die. [ Write. 

Pendant. He has died three times, and come again. 

Abraham. —TI sigh thou precious stony jewel, 
Wearing of silk, why art thou still so cruel. [ Write. 

Pendant.Oh, Newington conceit ! and quieting eke.* 

Abraham. Thy servant, Abraham, sends this foolish 

ditty. 

Pendant. You say true, in troth, sir. 

Abraham. Thy servant, Abraham, sends this foolish dit- 
Ty unto thee, pity both him and it. [ Write. 

Pendant. Ty unto thee: well, if she do not pity 
both, ’tis pity she should live. 

Abraham. But if thou still wilt poor Sir Abraham 

JSrump, 
Come, grim death, come ! here give thy mortal thump. 
[ Write. 

So; now I'll read it together. 
I dre, I sigh, thou precious stony jewel, 
Oh wherefore wear’st thou silk, yet art so cruel ? 
To thee thy Ninny sends this foolish dit- 
Ty, and pity both him and it.+ 


* This was probably a hit at the sort of “ worsted conceits” in 
plays represented at the old Newington theatre, which appears at 
one time to have been under the management of Philip Henslowe. 

¢ There is a blank in this line in the old copy. Sir Abraham 
seems as fastidious as most versifyers, and it will be observed, that 
in reading over his “ sonnet’’ he makes a variety of alterations. 
Perhaps the blank was left to shew that he could not fill it up to 
his satisfaction, not liking the line as it stood when he first com- 
mitted it to paper : j 
“Ty unto thee, pity both him and it.” 
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aa If thou deny, and still Sir Abraham frump, 

a Come, grim death, come / here give thy mortal thump. 

let me see, who shall I get, now, to set it to a dumpish 
note ? 

Pendant, In good faith, I do notknow; but nobody 
that is wise, I am sure of that. It will be an excellent 
matter sung to the knacking of the tongs. But to 
my business.—God save thee worthy and right worship- 
ful Sir Abraham! what, musing and writing? oh, this 
love will undo us all, and that made me prevent love, 

|| and undo myself. But what news of Mistress Lucida ? 
| ha! will she not come off, nor cannot you come on, 
little Abraham ? 

Abraham, ’Faith, I have courted her, and courted 
her; and she does, as every body else does, laughs at 
all I can do or say. 

Pendant. Laughs; why that’s a sign she is pleas’d. 
Do you not know when a woman laughs, she’s pleas’d ? 

Abraham. 1; but she laughs most shamefully, and 
most scornfully. 

Pendant, Scornfully! hang her, she’s but a bawble. 

Abraham. She’s the fitter for my turn, sir; for they 
will not stick to say, I am a fool, for all Tam a knight.* 

Pendant. Love has made you witty, little Nab : but 
what amad villain art thou, a striker, a fiftieth part of 
Hercules, to get one wench with child, and go a-wooing 
to another. 

Abraham. With child! a good jest, i’faith: whom 
have I got with child ? 

Pendant. Why Mistress Wagtail is with child, and 
will be depos’d’tis yours. She is my kinswoman, and I 
would be loth our house should suffer any disgrace in 
her: if there be law in England, which there should be, 
if we may judge by their consciences, or if I have any 
friends, the wench shall take no wrong. J cannot tell, 
I think my lord, will stick to me. 


* Alluding to the bawble or truncheon, usually with a head 
carved at the top of it, part of the insignia of the ancient licenced 
fool or jester. 
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Abraham. D’ye hear? talk not to me of friends, law, 
or conscience ; if your kinswoman say she is with child 
by me, your kinswoman is an errant whore. Od’s will, 
have you nobody to put your gulls upon but knights? 
That Wagtail is a whore, and I'll stand to it. 

Pendant. Nay, you have stood to it already. But to 
call my cousin whore! you have not a mind to have 
your throat cut, ha’ you ? | 

Abraham. Troth, no great mind, sir. 

Pendant. Recant your words, or die. 

| Draws his sword. 
Abraham. Recant? oh base! out sword, mine ho- 
nour keep: 
Love, thou hast made a lion of a sheep. 

Pendant. But will you fight in this quarrel ? 

Abraham. 1 am resolv’d. 

Pendant. Heart! I have pull’d an old house over 
my head: here’s like to be a tall fray. I perceive a 
fool’s valianter than a knave at all times. Would I were 
well rid of him: I had as lief meet Hector, God knows, 
if he dare fight at all: they are all one to me, or to 
speak more modernly, with one of the roaring boys. 

Abraham. Have you done your prayers ? 

Pendant. Pray give me leave, sir: put up, an’t 
please you. Are you sure my cousin Wagtail is a 
whore ? 

Abraham. With sword in hand I do it not recant. 

Pendant. Well, it shall never be said Jack Pendant 
would venture his blood in a whore’s quarrel. But 
whore, or no whore, she is most desperately in love with 

you: praises your head, your face, your nose, your 
eyes, your mouth: the fire of her commendations 
makes the pot of your good parts run over; and to 
conclude, if the whore have you not, I think the pond 
at Islington will be her bathing-tub, and give an end to 
mortal misery ; but if she belie you : pray, put up, 
sir; she is an errant whore, and so let her go, 

Abraham. Does she so love me, say you? 

Pendant. Yes, yes: out of all question, the whore 
does love you abominable. ' 
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Abraham. No more of these foul terms: if she do 
love me, 

That goes by fate, I know it by myself. 
I'll not deny but I have dallied with her. 

Pendant. 1, but hang her, whore, dallying will get no 
children. 

Abraham. Another whore, and draw. Where isthe 
girl ? 

Pendant. Condoling her misfortune in the gallery ; 
Upon the rushes sitting all alone, 
And for Sir Abraham’s love venting her moan. 

Abraham. I know not what to say: fate’s above all. 
Come, let’s go over-hear her. Be this true, 


Welcome my Wagtail, scornful Luce adieu. [ Exit. 
Pendant. One way it takes yet. ’Tis a fool’s con- 
dition, 


Whom none can love, out of his penury 

To catch most greedily at any wench 

That gives way to his love, or feigns her own 

First unto him: and so Sir Abraham now 

I hope will buy the pool where I will fish. 

Thus a quick knave makes a fat fool his dish.  [ Ezit. 
Enter Carratn Pours. 

Capt. Pouts. I have played the melancholy ass, and 
partly the knave, in this last business, but as the parson 
said that got the wench with child, ‘“’Tis done now, 
sir; it cannot be undone, and my purse or I must smart 
for it.” 

Enter SERVANT. 

Servant. Your trunks are shipped, and the tide falls 
out about twelve to-night. 

Capt. Pouts. Vllaway. This law is like the basi- 
lisk, to see it first is the death on’t.* This night, and 
noble London farewell; I will never see thee more, till 
J be knighted for my virtues. Let me see, when shall 
I return? and yet I do not think, but there are a great 
many dubb’d for their virtues; otherwise how could 
there be so many poor knights ?+ 


* Should we not read “is the death on us’ or *‘ of us?”’ 
+ This is one out of innumerable hits in our old dramatists, 
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Enter STRANGE, like a soldier, amazedly. 
What art thou? what’s thy news ? 

Strange. ’Zoons! a man is fain to break open doors, 
ere he can get in to you. I would speak with a gene- 
ral sooner. 

Capt. Pouts. Sir, you may : he owes less, peradven- 
ture; or if more, he is more able to pay’t. What ar’t? 

Strange. A soldier; one that lives upon this buff 
jerkin: ’t was made of Fortunatus’s pouch; and these 
are the points { stand upon. I am a soldier. 

Capt. Pouts. A counterleit rogue you are. 

Strange. Astruea rogue as thyself. Thou wrong’st 
me. Send your man away: go to, I have strange and 
welcome business to impart. The merchant is dead for 
shame: let’s walk into the fields, send away your man. 

Capt. Pouts. How? 

Strange. Here is a letter from the lusty Kate, 
That tells you all: I must not give it you, 

But upon some conditions. Let us walk, 
And send away your man. 

Capt. Pouts. Go, sirrah, and bespeak supper at the 

Bear, and provide oars: I’ll see Gravesend to-night. 
[Exit Servant. 

Strange. The gentlewoman will run mad after you 

then, I'll tell you more, let’s walk. [ Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter ScupMore and NeEvILu. 
I see great’st spirits* can serve to their own ends. 


at the indiscriminate creation of knights by JamesI. Their po- 
verty was a constant subject of laughter. See Ben Jonson’s Al- 
chemist, A. 1I.; Chapman’s Monsieur a’Olive, A. 1.; and Widows 
Tears, A. 1V.; Barry’s Ram Alley, A.1.; and Middleton’s Mad 
World my Masters, A, I., &c. Field’s satire is as pungent as that 
of the best of them. 

* Spirits.| The word spirit in our old poets was often pro- 
nounced as one syllable, and hence in fact the corruption sprite. 
This line is not measure without so reading it. 
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Were you the seeming serving-man that past by ? 
Scudmore. By my sad heart, I was; and not a tittle 
Of my relation to thee wrong or feign’d. 
Nevill. In troth, you were to blame to venture so: 
Mischiefs find us, we need not mischiefs seek. 
Scudmore. I am not tied to that opinion,* 
They are like women, which do always shun 
Their lovers and pursuers, and do follow 
With most rank appetites them that do fly : 
All mischief that I had is but one woman, 
And that one woman all mischance to me: 
Who speaks worst of them, then’s the best of men. 
They are like shadows, mischiefs are like them. 
Death fears me, for in troth I seek him out. 
The sun is stale to me; to-morrow morn, 
As this, ’twill rise, I see no difference: 
The night doth visit me but in one robe, 
She brings as many thoughts as she wears stars 
When she is pleasant, but no rest at all. 
For what new strange thing should I covet life, then ? 
Is not she false whom only I thought true ? 
Shail time to shew his strength make Scudmore live, 
Till (perish the vicious thought) I love not thee, 
Or thou, dear friend, remove thy heart from me? 
Nevill. Time is as weak for that, as he is old. 
Take comfort, and attend this council, friend: 
This match is neither sacred nor sure ; 
Close fate annihilates what opinion makes, 
And since she is resolved this night to die 
If you do not redeem her, give the means, 
Or her blood (credit me) will spring heavier griefs, 
Sorer and stranger, in thy oppressed heart, 
Than her false love before. Besides, ’tis you 
My Scudmore, that are false, if you will not 
Consent to let her make vows good, which were 
But in a possibility to be broke. 
This her repentance casts her vice quite off, 


* This is the first line of Scudmore’s answer; but in the old 
copy that, and the eighteen lines following it, are given to Nevili. 
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And if you leave her now, you take it on; 

Nay, you incur a bloody mortal sin, 

You do become an. actual murderer. 

If you neglect her, she will kill herself 

This night, by poison, knife, or other means. 

God gives you power to cross her desperate will, 

And if you save not where you may, you kill. 
Scudmore. Why, can my noble and wise friend think 

still, 

That what a woman says, her heart doth mean ? 

Can you believe that she will kill herself? 

’Tis a full hour since she spake the word, 

And God forbid, that any woman’s mind 

Should not be chang’d and chang’d in a long hour. 

She is by this time in her lordly arms, 

And, like pleas’d Juno clasp’d by Jupiter, 

Forgets the plaints of poor mortality : 

Such state, such pride, as poets shew her in, 

Incens’d with Jove’s loose scapes upon the earth, 

She cast on me at our encountering. 

As cold and heavy, as a rock of ice, 

In her love to me, which while I there stayed, 

My bitter and hot words resolv’d* a little : 

Just as the sun doth ice I soften’d her, 

And made her drown her fault in her own tears. 

But think you she holds this flexible vein? 

No; I’m remov’d, and she’s congeal’d again. 
Nevill. How well does Scudmore speak ill for him- 

self! 

Wit’s a disease that fit employment wants; 

Therefore, we see those happiest in best parts, 

And under-born fortunes under their merits, 


* Resolo’d.| See note to Hamlet, A.1., Sc. II., for a collection 
of instances in which resolve means dissolve. Probably the latest 
example is to be found in Pope’s Homer: 

‘¢ The phantom said, then vanish’d from his sight, 
Resolves to air, and mixes with the night.” 
lliad, Book TT. 

In some recent editions it has been thought an improvement 

to alter resolves to dissolves. 
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Grow toa sullen envy, hate, and scorn 
Of their superiors ; and at last, like winds, 
Break forth into rebellious civil wars, 
Or private treasons: none so apt for these 
As melancholy wits, fetter’d with need. 
How free’s the rustic swain from these assaults! 
He never feels a passion all his life, 
But when he cannot sleep, or hunger gripes ; 
And though he want reason, wit, art, nay sense, 
Is not so senseless to capitulate, 
And ask God why he made not him as great 
As that same foolish lord, or that rich knave ? 
His brain with nothing does negotiate, 
But his hard husbandry, which makes him live. 
But have we worthy gifts, as judgment, learning, 
Ingenious sharpness, (which wise God, indeed, 
Doth seldom give out of his equal hand, 
But join’d with poverty, to make it even 
With riches, which he clogs with ignorance) 
We vent our blessing in profane conceits, 
Or in strong arguments against ourselves, 
Foul bawdry, and stark blindly hold it best 
Rather to lose a soul, than lose a jest. 

Scudmore. \1l terms my friend this wit in any man ; 
For that, but season’d with discretion, 
Holds him in awe of all these blemishes, 
Free’s him of envy, doth philosophize 
His spirit, that he makes no difference 
?Twixt man and man, ’twixt fortunes high and low, 
But as the thicker they with virtues grow. 
Freedom and bondage wit can make all one; 
So ’t would by being left, and being lov’d, 
If I had any of it temper'd so. 
But you have spoke all this, condemning me 
For having wit to speak against myself, 
But I’ll be rul’d by you in all. 

Nevill. Then thus. 
To night, by promise, I do give a mask, 
As to congratulate the bridal day, 
In which the Count, Pendant, and the wise knight 
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Will be most worthy dancers: sir, you shall 

Learn but my part, which I will teach you too, 

As nimbly as the usher did teach me, 

And follow my further directions. 

Though I, i’th’ morn, were prodigious wight, 

lll give thee Bellafront in thine arms to night. 
Scudmore. | am your property, my enginer.* 

Prosper your purposes! shine thou eye of heaven, 

And make thy lowering morn a smiling even! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Cartain Pours, with a letter, and Stranee, 
like a soldier. 
Strange. Oh, these are Lambeth fields. 
Capt. Pouts. Strange murder'‘d on the wedding-day 
by you, 
At his own bride’s appointment, for my sake ? 
Strange. As dead as charity. 
Capt. Pouts. This sounds not well. 
Strange. ’Zoons! you may say as well I am the man, 
As doubt he lives. A plague of your belief! 
D’ye know this bloody ruff, which she has sent 
Lest you should be incredulous, and this ring 
Which you have seen her wear. 
Capt. Pouis. 1 know the ring, 
And I have seen the ruff about his neck. 
This comes of enfore’d marriages. Where was’t done? 
And how escap’d you ? 
Strange. Sir, receive it briefly. 
I am her kinsman, and being newly come 
Over, and not intending to stay long, 
Took this day to go see my cousin Worldly, 
(Forso my name is) where I found all of them 
So deeply drenched in the bridal cup, 


* Enginer.| The old word for Engineer : so in Heywood’s Fa- 
ward IV. 1599, Part 11. Sign. M 3. 
** But it was not you 
At whom the fatal enginer did aim.” 
Ben Jonson uses it in his Cataline, Act III. Sc. IV. 
“* The enginers I told you of are working.” 
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That sleep had ta’en possession of their eyes. 
Bacchus had given them such an overthrow, 
Their bodies lay like slaughtered carcases ; 
One here, one there, making such antic faces, 
As drunkenness had mock’d at drunkenness. 
In troth their postures, and their sleep, like death, 
(For their’s was liker death than sober sleep) 
Remember’d me of body-scatter’d fields, 
After the bloody battles I have seen. 
’Twas such a season, to make short my tale, 
As fate had said, ‘‘ Now murders may be done 
And never reveal’d.” Approaching further, I 
Lighted upon a chamber, where your love 
Sat by this merchant cast drunk on the bed. 
She weeping and lamenting her mishap, 
Assur’d both of my daring and my trust, 
Fell flat upon the ground, then rais’d herself, 
Hung on my neck, then sunk down to my legs, 
Told all things past to-day, and never ceas’d, 
Till I had ta’en life from that half dead man 
Before, whom straight I strangled with this rope. 
Capt. Pouts. You have shew’d some kindness to 
me : 
I must love you, sir. What did you with his body ? 
Strange. Having first, 
By her direction, put on these his clothes, 
That like the murder’d man the safelier 
I might pass with her, being her husband's shape, 
If any of the servants had been wak’d, 
She shew’d me to a necessary vault, 
Within a closet in the chamber, too, 
And there I threw the body. 
Capt. Pouts. Whence this blood ? 
Strange. That she herself first let out of his veins ; 
Wherein she dipp’d the ruff about his neck, 
And said, ‘‘ Go bear this ensign of my love, 
To assure him what I dar’d for his dear sake.” 
Capt. Pouts. Where is the maid? 
Strange. Captain, a maid for you, 
But well you know (I hope) she is no maid : 
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But maid or no maid, she is at my mother’s, 
Whence I will bring her whither you’ll appoint 
To-night; and let this tide convey ail hence, 
For staying will be something perilous. 
Capt. Pouts. I will kill two men for you; till then 
I owe my life to you, and if ever racks, 
Strapadoes, wheel, or any torturous engine; 
Even from the Roman yoke, to the Scotch boot,* 
Force me discover you, or her, to law, 
Pray God the merchant may respire again. 
But what a villian have I been to wrong her! 
Did she not tell you how I injur’d her? 
Strange. She said, you challeng’d her, and publicly 
Told you had lain with her ; but truth’s no wrong. 
Capt. Pouts. Truth! ’twas more false than hell, and 
you shall see me, 
(As well as I can repent of any sin) 
Ask her forgiveness for wounding of her name, 
And ’gainst the world recover her lost fame. 
Kind soul! would [ could weep to make amends! 
Why, I did slander her at the church door. 
Strange. The more base villain thou. [Séreke him. 
Capt. Pouts. Ha! what’s the news? 
Strange. ‘Thou unspeakable rascal! thou a soldier ? 
A captain of the suburbs, a poor foist,+ 
That with thy slops, and cat-a-mountain face, 
Thy bladder chops, and thy robustious words, 
Fright’st the poor whore, and terribly dost exact 
A weekly subsidy, twelve-pence a-piece, 
Whereon thou liv’st; and on my conscience, 
Thou snap’st, besides, with cheats and cut-purses. 
Capt, Pouts. Heart! this is some railing poet. Why, 
you rogue ! 
Strange. Thou rogue far worse than rogues; thou 
slanderer ! 


* Scotch Boot.j See this instrument of torture explained in 
note 54 to Marston’s Malecontent. D. O. P. iv. 53. 

¢ Foist.] Dekker, in his Bellman of London, Sign. H 2, explains 
foist to he a pick-pocket ; and instances of the use of it in this sense, 
and as a rogue and cheater, may be found in many of our old writers. 
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Capt. Pouts. Thou worse than slanderous rogues ; 
thou murderer ! 
Strange. ’Tis well remember’d: I will cut thy throat, 
To appease that merchant’s soul, which ne’er will rest 
Till some revenge be taken on thy tongue. 
Capt. Pouts. Pll kiil thee first, and in thy vital 
flood 
Wash my hands clean of that young merchant’s blood. 
| Fight. 
Strange. You fight as if you had fought afore. 
I can still hold my sword: come on, sir. 
Capt. Pouts. ’Zoons! can you ward so well? I think 
you are 
One of the noble science of defence. 
Strange. True, o’ th’ science of noble defence I am, 
That fight in safeguard of a virtuous name. 
[Cadit Captain Pouts. 
Capt. Pouts. Oh! now I understand you, and you 
stand over me. My hurts are not mortal, but you have 
the better. If your name be Worldly, be thankful for 
your fortune. 
Strange. Give me thy sword, or I will kill thee. 
Capt. Pouts. Some wiser than some: I love my re- 
putation well, yet I am not so valiant an ass, but I love 
my life better. There’s my sword. 
Strange. Then get upon my back: come, all shall 
be well. 
I’ll carry thee unto a surgeon first, 
And then unto thy wench. Come, we are friends. 
Capt. Pouts. God-a-mercy. ’Zoons! methinks I sec 
myself in Moor-fields, upon a wooden leg, begging 
threepence.* 
Strange. I thank thee, heaven, for my success in 
this. 
To what perfection is my business grown! 
Seldom or never is right overthrown. 
[Exit with Captain Pouts on his back. 


* It will be recollected, that Brainwormin Every Man in his 
Humour, is represented upon a wooden leg, begging in Moor- 
fields like an old soldier. 
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Enter Penpant, and Mistress WaGratt, with work, 
sewing a purse. 

Pendant. They say every woman has a springe to 
catch a wood-cock : remember my instructions, and let 
me see what a paradise thou canst bring this fool into, 
Fifteen hundred a-year, wench, will make us all merry ; 
but a fool to boot! why, we shall throw the house out 
at window. Let me see, there are two things in this 
foolish transitory world which should be altogether 
regarded, profit and’ pleasure; or pleasure and profit : 
I know not which to place first, for, indeed, they are 
twins, and were born together. For profit, this mar- 
riage (God speed it) marries you to it; and for pleasure, 
if I help you not to that as cheap as any man in Eng- 
land, call me cut.* And so remember my instructions, 
for I’ll go fetch Sir Abraham. [ Exit. 

Wagtail. Your instructions! Nay, faith, you shall 
see I have as fruitful a brain as a belly: you shall 
hear some additions of my own. My fantasy even kicks 
like my bastard: well, boy, for I know thou art mas- 
culine, neither thy father nor thy mother had any 
feminine quality but one, and that was to take a vood 
thing when it was proffer’d. When thou inherit’st land, 
strange both to thy father and grandfather, and rid’st 
in a coach, it may be thy father, an old footman, will 
be running by thy side. But yonder comes the gentle 
knight, and my squire. 

Enter Str ABRanAM and PenpDant, stealing. 

Wagtail. Unfortunate damsel! why do’st thou love 
Where thou hast sworn it never to reveal ? 
May be he would vouchsafe to look on thee. 
Because he is a knight, is it thy terror ? 
Why, peradventure, he is Knight-hood’s Mirror. 

Pendant. D’ye hear, Sir Abraham? 

Abraham. Yes, with standing tears. 


* This passage, among others, is quoted by Stevens, in a note 
to Twelfth Night, to shew that cut, which also means a horse, was 
employed as a term of abuse. In Henry IV. Part I. Falstaff, 
for the same purpose, uses horse as synonymous with cut: ‘ Spit 


in my face, and call me horse.” 
2 


» 
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Wagtail, Bevis* on Arundel with Morglay in hand, 
Near to my knight in prowess doth not stand. 
They say Sir Bevis slew both boar and dragon, 
My knight for that can drink up a whole flaggon, 
A thing as famous now amongst our men, 
As killing monsters was accounted then. 
’Tis not’thy leg, no, were it twice as good, 
Throws me into this melancholy mood ; 
Yet let me say and swear, in a cross garter 
Pauls never shew’d to eyes a lovelier quarter. 
Abraham. 1, but all this while she does not name 
me: she may mean somebody else. 
Pendant. Mean somebody else! you shall hear her 
name you by and by. 
Wagtail, Courteous, Sir Abraham. 
Pendant, Law ye, there! 
Wagtail. Oh! thy very name, 
Like to a hatchet cleaves my heart in twain. 
When first I saw thee in those little breeches, 
T laugh’d for joy, but when I heard thy speeches 
I smil’d downright, for I was almost frantic, 
A modern knight should be so like an antic 
In words and deeds. Those pinken-eyest of thine, 
For I shall ne’er be blest to call them mime—— 
Abraham. Say not so, sweetheart. 


* She has just referred to the well-known work, The Mirror of 
Knighthood ; and by Revis she means Bevis of Hampton. Arundel 
was the name of his horse and Morglay of his sword. Morglay 
is often used for a sword in general. 

+ Pinken-eyes.] In the old copy it is printed pinkanies, and from 
what follows it seems, that the expression has reference to the red- 
ness of Sir Abraham’s eyes from soreness. The following passage 
is to the same effect : 

“<*T would make a horse break his bridle to hear how the youth 
of the village will commend me: “Oh, the pretty little pinking 
nyes of Mopsa!” says one: “ Oh, the fine flat lips of Mopsa!” 
says another. Day’s Isle of Gulls, 1606. Sign. D. 4. 

Shakespeare (Ant. & Cleop. A. II. Sc. 7.) speaks of “ plumpy 
Bacchus with pink eyne ;” and Lodge in The Wounds of Civil War 
(D. O. P. viii. 63.) has pinkie nine. In both these instances drink- 
ing is supposed to have occasioned the redness. 
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Wagtail. How they did run, not rheumaticly run, 
But round about the room, one over one! 

That wide mouth ? no, small: no, but middle-size, 
That nose dominical, that head, like wise. 

Pendant. Very good: d’ye mark that head like-wise? 

Abraham. She has an excellent wit. 

Pendant. I'll now into her, sir: observe what 
follows. Now turtle, mourning: still for the party ? for 
whom are you working that purse ? 

Abraham. For me, I warrant her. 

Wagtail. What news, good cousin? IT hope you 
have not reveal’d my love. 

Pendant. Yes, faith, I have acquainted the knight 
with all; and thou may’st be asham’d to abuse a gen- 
tleman so slanderously. He swears he ne’er lay with 

ou. 
, Wagtail. Lay with me? alas, no, I Say not so, nor 
no man living; but there was one night above the rest, 
that I dreamt he lay with me, and did you ne'er hear 
of achild begot in a dream. 

Abraham. By this light, that very night I dreamt 
she lay with me. 

Pendant. I, but Sir Abraham is no dreaming 
knight: in short, he contemns you, he scorns you at 
his heels. 

Abraham. By God so he lies. I have the most 
ado to forbear, but that I would hear a little more. 

Pendant. And has sent this halter. You may hang 
yourself, or you may cut your throat: here’s a knife, 
too. 

Wagtail, Well, I will love him in despite of all, 
Howe’er he uses me! ’tis not the shame 
Of being examin’d, or the fear of whipping— 

Pendant. Make as if thou would’st kill thyself. 

Wagtail. Should move me, would but he vouchsafe 

his love. 
Bear him this purse, fill’d with my latest breath. 
[ Blows in it. 
1 lov’d thee, Abraham Ninny, even in death, 
[Offers to stab. 
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Abraham. Hold! hold! thy knight commands thee 
for to hold. 
I sent no halter. Poor soul, how it pants: 


Take courage, look up. 
Pendant. Look, Sir Abraham in person comes to 
see you. 
Wagtail. Oh, let me die, then, in his worship’s arms! 
Abraham. Live long and happy to produce thy 
baby : 
I am thy night and thou shalt be my lady. 
Frown dad, fret mother, so my love look cheerly : 
Thou hast my heart, and thou hast bought it dearly 
And for your pains, if Abraham live to inherit, 
He will not be unmindful of your merit. 
Wear thou this ring, whilst I thy labours task. 
This purse wear in my cap, anon i’th’ mask. 
Wagtail. Oh happy woman ! 
Abraham. To supper let’s, and merry be as may be. 
Pendant. Now, God send every wise knight such 
a lady. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENEI. 


Enter BELLAFRONT. 
Bellafront. Titles and state d’ye call it? Oh, con- 
tent ! 
Thou art both beauty, means, and all in marriage. 
Joy dwells not in the prince’s palaces : 
They that envy em do not know their cares. 
Were I[ the queen of gold, it could not buy 
An hour’s ease for my oppressed heart. 
Oh, were this wedlock knot to tie again, 
Not all the state and glory it contains, 
Join’d with my father’s fury, should enforce 
Mv rash consent! but Scudmore, thou shalt see, 
This false heart (in my death) most true to thee. 
[Shews a knife hanging by her side. 

My lord, my father, all the company 
Did note my sudden sadness now at supper, 
Yet came I out, and put on feigned mirth, 


SCO A WOMAN IS A WEATHERCOCK. 65 


And mean to sit out this night’s revels, too, 

To avoid all suspect may grow in ’em, 

Lest my behaviour should my intent reveal : 
Our griefs, like love, we hardly can conceal.* 
Yon come my sisters. Are the maskers ready ? 


Enter Lucipa with her willow garland on, and Ka- 
THERINE, 
Lucida. They are gone to dress themselves. Mr. 
Nevill’s come. 
I would I had not vow’d to live a maid! 
I am a little taken with that gentleman, 
And yet if marriage be so full of ill, 
Let me be married to my garland still. 
Katherine. In troth, thy state is happier much than 
ours. 
Were never two like us unfortunate ! 
Lucida. Thy case, indeed, I needs must pity much, 
Because I think thy virtue slandered ; 
But for my lady sister, if she rea 
Sad discontent, ’tis none’s but her own fault: 
I knew the passages ’twixt her and Scudmore. 
Bellafront. Sister, I wonder you will name a man, 
I think not on: he was no match for me. 
Why d’ye blame me, that should rather blame 
Your wandering eye, to love a man lov’d me ? 
Lucida. Well, ’tis too late now to expostulate. 
But, my poor little Kate, where is thy man ? 
Katherine. Lost, lost in troth: to-morrow I shall 
hear, 
I make account, he’s gone some five year’s voyage, 
Till this disgrace of ours be over-blown ; 


* The difficulty of concealing love has been the origin of a hu- 
morous proverb in Italian. In Pulci’s Morgante Maggiore, IV: 88, 
Rinaldo thus taunts thejmost sentimental of the Paladins—Oliver, 
when he becomes anamoured of Florisena— 

-Vero & pur che l’'uom non possa 
Celar per certo Vamore e la tossa, 

Franco Sacchetti in his 16th Novel expressly tells us that it was 
a proverb. Perché ben-dice il proverbio, che l’amore e la tossa non si 
puo celare mai. 


F 
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And for my Captain Pouts, by this time he 

Is ten mile on the river toward Gravesend. 

Enter Str Joun Worpuy, with SERVANTS with 
torches and cudgels. 

Sir John Wordly. Stand you two there. Surah, 

go you with me. 
Why how now, girls! here still? what, and your lady- 
ship ? 
Away ! away, I say: go take your places. 
Some torches for my lady! You, sirrah, 
[ Exeunt Bellafront, Lucida, Kate. 
Is my Lady Ninny awake yet/” 

Servant. Yes, sir, she is awake, but she is scant 
sober : the first thing she call’d for was her aqua-vitee 
bottle. 

Sir John Wordly. Who is with her? 

Servant. The good Sir Innocent, and her gentle- 


woman. 
Sir John Wordly. Go, tell’em I desire their com- 


pany, 
The mask stays on ’em say ; and d’ye hear, 
The sides of one o’ th’ chairs must be let out 
For her great ladyship. 
Servant. Marry shall it, sir. [Exit Servant. 
Enter NeviLu, Count, PENDANT, and Sir ABRA- 
HAM, in their masking robes; Sir ABRAHAM guaw- 
ing on a capon’s leg. 
Nevill. Soul! man, leave eating now: look, look, 
you have ail dropt o’ your suit. 
Abraham. Oh, sir, I was in love to day, and could 
not eat; but here’s one knows the case is alter’d. Lend 
me but a handkerchief to wipe my mouth, and I ha’ 


done. 
Nevill. Soul! how this rascal stays with the rest of 


our things. 


* The question 
«© You, sirrah, 
Ts my Lady Ninny awake yet?” 
is given in the old 4to. to Scudmore, but-it belongs to Sir John 


Worldly. Scudmore is not on the stage. 
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Sir John Wordly. How now, son Count? what, 
ready Mr. Nevill 2 

Nevill. All ready, ready ; only we tarry for our 
vizards and our caps: | put em to a knave to doing, be- 
cause I would have ’em the better done, 

Abraham. If you put ’em to a knave, you are like 
to have ’em the worse done. 

Nevill. Your wit is most active: I call’d him knave 
in regard of his long Stay, sir, not his work. 

Abraham. But d’ye hear, Master Nevill; did you 
bespeak a vizard with a most terrible countenance for 
me ?¢ 

Nevill. A very devil’s face: f fear nothing, but that 
it will fright the women, 

Abraham. I would it would. And ah uge moustachios ? 

Nevill. A very Turk’s. 

Abraham. Excellent! 

Count Frederick. But do you think he will come at 

all @ 

Omnes. Ob! there he is, 

Scudmore. (within) By your leave! stand back, by 
your leave ! 

Enter Scupmore, like a vizard-maker. 
Nothing can be done to night, if I enter not. 

Second Servant. Stand back there, or I’ll burn you. 

Scudmore. *l were but a whorish trick, sir. 

Third Servant. Oh, sir, is’t you? Heart, you will 

be kill’d! 

Scudmore. Marry, God forbid sir. 

Nevill. Pray forbear, let me speak to him. 

Oh, you use us very well. 

Scudmore. In good faith, | have been so troubled 
about this gentleman’s scurvy face (I take it) ’tis won- 
derful. 

Abraham. Well, are you fitted now ? 

Nevill. Fitted at all points. 

Count Frederick. Where are the caps ? 
Scudmore. Here, sir ? 

Pendant, Let me see mine. 

Count Frederick. Come, help me on with mine. 
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Abraham. This is a rare face to fright the maids 
th’ country! Here now Til pin my purse. Come help 
me on. 

Nevill. So,so, away! mine being on, I'll follow you. 

Omnes. Pray make haste. 

[ Exeunt Sir John Wordly, Sir Abraham, Count, Pendant. 

Nevill. So, that door’s fast, and they are busied 
About their charge. On with this robe of mine, 

This vizard and this cap: help mea little. 
[Change habits. 

Scudmore. At first change I must tell ber who I am. 

Nevill. Right; ’tis agreed, I (leading of the mask,) 
should dance with Bellafront. 

Scudmore. And at the second, I come away with 
her and leave them dancing, and shall find you at the 
back door. 

Nevill. The rest 
That follows is digested in my breast. 

Servant. What would you do? stand back, 

Unless you can eat torches! 
Enter Count, Penpant, Sirk ABRAHAM, in their 
masking robes. 

Count Frederick. Come, come! away for shame ! 

Scudmore.’Tis such a tedious rascal. So, ha’ wi’ ye. 

{ Exeunt maskers. 

Sir John Worldly. Thou hast well fitted “em, though 
thou mad’st ’em stay. 

Nevill, | forbid any man to mend ’em, sir. Good 
night unto your worship. 

Sir John Worldly. Wilt not stay 2 

Nevill. Alas, sir, | have another to set forth 
This very night. By your leave, my masters. 

[Brit Nevill through them. 
Second Servant. By your leave! by your leave! 
you'll let a man go out ? 
Sir John Worldly. Now, go with me, and let all in 
that will. 
[Exit Sir John Worldly with them, and run in three 
or four. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Two or three, setting three or four chairs, and 
four or five stools. Loud music 3; m which time enter 
Str Joun Worupty, Sir Innocent, Betra- 
FRONT, Lucipa, Karr, my Lavy Ninny, Mrs. 
WacraiL. They seat themselves - Lapy Ninny 
offers at two or three chairs ; at last finds the great 
one: they point at her, and laugh. . As soon, as she 
as set, she drinks of her bottle. The music plays, and 
they enter. 

After one strain of the music, ScupMore takes Dec 
LAFRONT, who seems unwilling to dance: Count 
takes Lucipa; PEnpant Kate; Str Apranam 
Mistress WacGralL: SCUDMORE as they stand 
(the other courting, too), whispers as follows. 

Scudmore. I am your Scudmore. [Soft music. 
Bellafront. Ha! 
Scudmore. By heaven, I am. 
Be ral’d by me in all things. 
Bellafront. Even to death. 
Abraham. S’foot ! did you not know me by my purse ? 
Wagtail. | should ne’er have known you by that, 
for you wear it on your head, and other folks in their 
pockets. 
Lady Ninny. Which is my lord, I pray ? 
Sir John Worldly. The second man: 
Young Nevill leads. 
Sir Innocent. And where’s Sir Abraham ? 
Ser John Worldly. He with the terrible visage. 
Lady Ninny. Now, out upon him to disfigure him- 
self so: 
And ’twere not for my bottle, I should swoon. 
[ Music, and they dunce the second strain, in which 
Scudmore goes away with Bellafront. 
Omnes Spectatores. Good, very good! 

[The other four dance another strain, honor, and end. 
Count Frederick. But where’s the bride, and Nevill ? 
Omnes. Ha! 

Abraham. ’Ware tricks. 
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Sur John Worldly. Oh, there they come: it was 
their parts to do so. 
Enter ScupMoRE unvizarded, BELLAFRONT, with 
pistols, and the right Parson. 
Count Frederick. This Nevill? this is Scudmore. 
Omnes. How ? 
Count Frederick. But here’s my lady. 
Scudmore. No; my gentlewoman. 
Abraham. ’Zoons ! treason! I smell powder. 
Beliafront. In short know, 
That I am married to this gentleman, 
To whom I was contracted long ago. 
This priest the inviolable knot hath tied. 
What ease I find being unladified! 
Count Frederick. What riddle’s this ? 
Sir Innocent.’Ware the last statute of two husbands. 
Scudmore and Bellafront. Pish! 
Count Frederick. This is the very priest that married 
me: 
Is it not sister ? 
Enter Neviuu like the Parson, too. 
Nevill. No. 
Abraham. Lord bless us! here is conjuring! 
Lend me your aqua-vitee bottle, good mother. 
Sir John Worldly. Hey-day! 
The world’s turn’d upside down. I have heard, and seen 
Two or three benefices to one priest, or more, 
But two priests to one benefice, ne’er before. 
Pendant. Married not you the earl? 
Parson. Bona fide, no. 
Sir John Worldly. You did then? 
Nevill. Yes. 
Count Frederick. 1 have the privilege then. 
Sir John Worldly. Right, you were married first. 
Scudmore. Sir John, you doat, 
This is a devil in a parson’s coat. 
[Nevill puts off the Priest’s weeds, and has a 
devil’s robe under. 
Omnes. A pretty emblem! 
Nevill. Who married her, or would have caus’d 
her marry 
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To any man but this, no better was, 
Let circumstances be examined. 
Yet here’s one more: and now I hope you all, 
Perceive my marrying not canonical. 
[Slips off his devil’s weeds. 

Omnes. Nevill! whoop! 

Count Frederick. Heart! what a deal of knavery a 
priest’s cloak can hide. If it be not one of the 
honestest, friendliest cozenages that ’ere I saw, I am 
no lord. 

Katherine. Life! I am not married then in earnest. 

Nevill. So, Mistress Kate, I kept you for myself. 

Sir John Worldly. It boots not to be angry. 

Sir Innocent and Lady. No, faith, Sir John. 

Enter STRANGE, with CaprTain Pouts on his back. 

Second Servant. Whither will you go with your calf 
on your back, sir ? 

Sir John Worldly. Now, more knavery yet ? 

Strange. Prithee forbear, or I shall do thee mischief. 
By your leave, here’s some sad to your merriment. 
Know you this captain ? 

Omnes. Yes, very well. 

Katherine. Oh sister, here’s the villain slander’d me. 

Strange. You see he cannot stand to’t. 

Abraham. Is he hurt in the arm, too ? 

Strange. Yes. 

Abraham. Why then, by God’s-lid, thou art a base 
rogue. Iknew I should live to tell thee so. 

Lady Ninny. Sir Abraham, I say. 

Omnes. Heaven is just. 

Capt. Pouts. What a rogue are you! is this the 
surgeon you would carry me to ? 

Strange. Confess your slander, and I will, I swear. 

Capt. Pouts. Nay, ’tis no matter, [’ll cry quittance 

with you. 
Forgive me, Mistress Kate, and know all people 
I lied not with her, but belied her once; 
And to my recantation, that same soldier 
Enfore’d my hand. 
Strange. Yes, here ’tis, Mistress Kate. 


[They all look om the paper. 
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} 
Capt. Pouts. } see now how I am cheated. Love him 
well ; 
He has redeem’d your honour with his sword, 
Hi Sir John Worldly. But where is Strange, my son ? 
| | oh, were he here, 
LY He should be married new to make all sure. 
a) Katherine. Ob, my divining spirit, he’s gone to sea ! 
Pil | Capt. Pouts. This cunning in her is exceeding good. 
Your son, your husband, Strange, 1s murdered. 
Omnes. How ? 
Strange. Peace, peace! for heaven’s sake peace ! 
| Come, sir, I'll carry you to a surgeon. 
| Here’s gold to stop thy throat : for God’s sake peace! 
| Capt. Pouts. Sirrah, you have brought me to a sur- 
geon already : 
I'll be even with you. 
Katherine. Of all men living I could marry thee, 
Were not my heart given to another man. 
| Sir, you did speak of Strange. 
| Capt. Pouts. These women are as crafty as the devil. 
Yes, I did speak of him: Sir John, my lord, 
Know, Strange is murder’d by that villain’s hand, 
And by his wife’s consent. 
Omnes. How ? 
Sir John Worldly. God forbid. 
Capt. Pouts. Search presently the closet an 
vault, 
There you shall find his body: ’tis too true. 
The reason all may guess: her husband wanting 
Spirit to do on me what he hath done, 
In hope to marry her, he hath murder’d him. 
Katherine. To marry me ! no, villain: I do hate him 
On this report, worse than I do thyself ; 
And may the plagues and tortures of a land 
Seize me, if this be not an innocent hand. 
Sir John Worldly. ’Fore God ’tis most like truth. 
Son, Scudmore, pray 
Look to this fellow: gentlemen assist. 
Torches! some torches! I'll go search myself. 


d the 
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Sir Innocent Ninny. 1 will assist you. 
Count Frederick. But 1 pray, sir, how c¢ 
unto this knowledge ? 
Capt. Pouts. From his mouth. 
Strange. I'll save your labour, and discover all. 
Thou perjur'd villain, did’st not swear thou would’st 
not 
Discover me ? 
Capt. Pouts. 1 but swore in jest. 
Strange. Nay, but remember, thou did’st wish 
Strange living, 
If ever thou did’st tell. Sir, all is true, 
And would my punishment would ease my conscience. 
Sir John Worldly. To Newgate with him! hence! 
take her along. 
Out murderers ! whore, thou art no child of mine! 
Fetch constable and officers. Away! 
Strange. Sir, do but hear me speak. 
Sir John Worldly. Fetch officers! 
Capt. Pouts. Go fetch a surgeon, 
Strange. Sir, you are then too violent. I will bail 


her, [ Discovers himself. 
Katherine. Ob, my dear Strange ! 
Sir John Worldly, My sen! 
Scudmore, Lucida, Bellafront, Brother! 
Omnes, Young Strange! 
Capt. Pouts. Heart! I was never sick before : help 
me now to a surgeon, or I shall swoon instantly, 


ame you 


[4s two lead him he speaks. 

Thou wert born a woman-citizen ; fare thee well, 

And farewell love, and women, ye diseases: 

My horse and sword shall be my mistresses, 

My horse [JJ court, my sword shall lie with me. | Exit. 
Strange. The way to cure lust is to bleed, T see. 
Count Frederick. Tell bim all Scudmore, whilst | go 

a-Wooing again. Sir John, will you go along, and my 

two worshipful elders, J pray be your witnesses. Priest 

§9 not you away. Heart! Ihave so ruminated ona wife, 

that I must have one this night, or I shall run proud. 
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[ Nevill, Scudmore, Bellafront, Strange, Kathe- 
rine, whisper in one purt. Pendant, Sir Abra- 
ham, and Wagtail, in another. 

Mistress Lucida, you did once love me; if you do still, 
no more words, but give me your hand. Why are ye 
doubtful ? 

Abraham. Ne’er look upon me, Mistress Lucida : 
time was, time is, and time’s past. I'll none of you 
now; | am otherwise provided. 

Pendant. Well spoken, brazen-head !* now or never, 
Sir Abraham. 

Abraham. Then first as duty binds, I crave consent 
Of my two parents dear: if I, say so; 

If not, Vil ha’ her, whether you will or no. 

Sir Innocent. How? how? 

Lady Ninny. 1 hope you will not. 

Abraham. Ma’am, I am resolv’d: you have a hu- 
mour of.your aqua-vitee bottle, why should not I have a 
humour in a wife ? 

Sir John Worldly. An old man were a fitter match 

for her: 
He would make much of her. 

Abraham. Much onher? I know not what ye call 
much making on her, I am sure-I have made two on her. 

Pendant. And that an old man cannot do, I hope. 

Nevill. Oh thou beyond Lawrence of Lancashire.t+ 

Sir Innocent. Come, come; you shall not. 

Abraham. Speak not in vain; Iam too sure to change, 
For hand and heart are sure: Ecce sagnum. 

And this have I done, and never lay with her. 


* An allusion to the well known story of Friar Bacon and his 
brazen head which spoke three times, but was not attended by his 
man Miles. See Greene’s Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay, reprinted 
in the new edit. of D. O. P. viii. 223. 

+ A boisterous clowish character in the play of The Lancashire 
Witches, by Heywood and Brome. It was not printed until 1634. 
Either Lawrence was a person who figured in that transaction and 
whose name is not recorded, or which is not impossible, the play 
was written very long before it was printed. 
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Sir John Worldly. Nay, then ’tis too late; 
Tis sure: ’tis vain to cross the will of fate. 
Sir Innocent and Lady. Well, well, God bless you. 
[Abraham and Wagtail kneel. 
Abraham. Thanks reverend couple, and God bless, 
withal, 
The little Ninny that herein doth sprawl. 
Parson, you shall dispatch us presently : 
Lord ! how soberly you stand. 
Parson. Now, truly, I could ne'er stand drunk in 
my life. 
Strange. Strange and most fortunate, we must have 
a new tuck then. 
Count Frederick. Is it a match ? 
Lucida. ’Tis done. 
Count Frederick. Then Bacchus squeeze grapes with 
a plenteous hand. 
Parson, you'll take some pains with us to-night. 
Come, brothers, come: fly willow to the woods, 
And like the sea, for healths let’s drink whole floods. 
Strange. | consecrate my deed unto the city, 
And hope to live myself to see the day, 
It shall be shewn to people in a play. 
Scudmore. And may all true love have like happy 
end. 
Women, forgive me; men, admire my friend. 
Sir John Worldly. On, Parson, on, and, boy, out- 
voice the music.* 
Ne’er was so much (what cannot heavenly powers,) 
Done, and undone, and done in twelve short hours. 
[ Ereunt. 


* Out-voice the music.| Perhaps the play originally ended with 
a song by a boy, in which the rest joined chorus, 
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